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When decent Senſe, and lively Mit rein d, 
In harmleſs Seng, or Catch, or Glee, are join'd, 
They pleaſ the Ear, and edify the Mind. | 
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The firſt line of each ſens. 


Pape. 
Way to the fields, ſee the morning looks gray 3% 
A As thro” the fields I chanc'd to ſtray 48 


As bringing home the other day. — 49 
As ſemmy Gay gang'd blithe his way — 52 
A ſailors voice, tho' coarſe, can raiſe — 72 
As ſaunt' ring out the other day — 73 
A dawn of hope my ſoul revives — 77 
As t'other day young Damon paſs'd — 89 
As Phillis ſought a vagrant ewe _ YOU 
All around the maypole how they trot * 113 
A pox of your pother about this or thar 116 
Ah, happy hours ! how fleeting 117 
A plague of thoſe wenches they make, &c. 141 
All ou who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs 149 
22 ſpirits guard my love id. 
At Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair 160 
Away with your whining, your pining, &c. I74 
As Chloe, by a mirror, was decking her hair 17 
Attend to my counſel, dear daughter, I pray 18 
As Louis on his couch extended lay — 192 
| B 
By the gaily circling glaſs — IX 
Bacchus invites to taſte delights , — I4 
By an edict from Jove all the deities met 18 
Bright dawns the day with roſy face — 35 
Beneath this grove, this ſilent ihade „ 
Be by your friends adviſed — 110 
Believe me, dear aunt —— — I 3 


a 3 By- 


VI 


Come, Fich me 


ome all 


Diogenes, ſurl 
Drink about, 
Drink about, my dear friend 
Delia gay Strephon lov'd, nor lov'd in vain 
Dear heart, what a terrible life am I led 


Do you hear, brother ſportſmen, the ſound, &c. 


Ere love did firſt my thoughts employ — 


From Paphos' iſle, fo fam'd of old, I come 
Fill every glaſs, for wine inſpires us 
From the man whom I love, tho' my heart, &c. 
From pluughing the ocean, and thraſhing, &c. 

Greedy 


£5860 TK; 
ſome I am told. 
By fon this 


— — — — 


air goblet, twas car vd, &c. 


taſte 6f pleaſure 


Contented 1 am, and contented I'll be 
Come, jolly Bacchus, 2 
Come rouſe, brother ſportſmen, the hunte 
Ceaſe, gay Damon, ceaſe your wooing 
Corinna was lovely, was witty and young 
Can love be controul'd by advice 
Ceaſe your funning, force or cunning 
Come, ſweet laſs 
Cherries and plumbs are never fi 
Cupid, god of ſoft perſuaſion 
Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
Come litten-all, and you ſhall hear 
Come cheer up, my lads, *tis to glory we 
Come, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks, &c. 
Come rouſc from your trances 


od of wine 


and proud 
rave boys, be jolly 
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120 
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176 
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Hark ! the horn calls away 


3 O's 


G 
Greedy Midas, I've been told — 
Guardian angels, now protect me — 
Gentle Cupid, prithee ſay — — 
Go ! herald of the roſy morn —— 
Girls are known to miſchief prone — 


Girls, during courtſhip. ſnouſd, at leaſt 
Gentle youth, ah, tell me why — 
Go, naughty man, I can't abide you — 
Gentle Cupid! ſeek my lover — 
Go forge me fetters that will bind _ 


H 


He that will not merry, merry be 


Hark away, 'tis the merry ton'd horn 
He's as tight a lad to fee to 
How happy could I be with either 
Hope, thou nurſe of fond deſire 
How happy were my days till now 


Hence with cares, complaints, and frowning 
Hither, Venus! with your doves — 
Hail, politeneſs, power divine — — 
How ſtands the glas around — — 
How pleaſant a ſailot's life paſſes = 

I 


In wine there is all thar in life you can name 


Ido as Iwill with my ſwain — 
In a ſycamore ſhade as I ſat t'other day 


In ſummer time, when nymphs and ſwains 
It you can caper as well as you modulate 
If into your henyard the treacherous reyaard 


If a rival thy character draw — — 


If any wench Venus's girdle wear Wee 


If the heart of a man is depteſs'd with cares 


Im like a ſtciff on the ocean tofs'd 
I juit as eagerly as thce — — 


Vii 0 


Indeed, Miſs, ſuch ſweethearts as I am 
If ever I'm catch'd in thoſe regions of ſmoke 
In vain you mention pleaſure. 


In ſpring, my dear ſhepherds, your flow'rets, &c. 
J ! 


Jolly mortals, fill your glaſſes' — 
Jove in his chair, of the ſky lord may'r 
ater wenches and drinks — — 
L 


Let's be jovial, fill our glaſſes — 
Laſt midſummer eve, as I paſs'd through, &c. 
Long time had Lyſander told 1 — his pain 
Long young E toy d and ſported 
Lovely nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh 
Let gay ones and great —— 
Let rakes and libertines, reſign'd 
Love's a gentle generous paſſion 
Let's be merry while we may 


M 


My Peggy is a young thing 
My Pane is a lover ga 


My love is all madneſs and folly 


My counſel take, or elſe I'll make 


My Dolly was the faireſt thing 
My charming Arabell 
e room, my good neighbours, &c. 

My dog and my miltreſs are both of a kind 


N 
he weſt 


Mak 


Now Phœbus ſinketh in t 
Now Aurora is up, the bright goddeſs of day 
Now peeps the ruddy dawn o'er mountain top 
No rural nymph upon the plain 
Near a hawthorn, I met on the plain 
No nymph that trips the verdant plains 
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0 


d Homer ſung, in days of yore 
80 al * — around the Tweed 


— | 
ö Once more I'll rune the vocal ſhell — 79 


O Betſy, wilt thou gang with me 91 
On pleaſure's ſmooth wing how old time, &c. 93 
O what pleaſures will abound 2 
Of all the friends in time of grief —— 126 
Oh, had I been by fate decreed — 2335 


rr 


Oh, how ſhall I in language weak 137 
O wherefore this terrible flurry — 154 
Once the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt 178 

P 


| Ba about the brifc hou, eli cali the home. 2g 
| — about the briſk glaſs, I proclaim him an aſs 21 
aſh about the briſk bowl, twill enliven rhe heart 23 


Phil ander long had — rov d 69 
Pheebus, meaner themes diſdaining — 100 
Pray, goody, pleaſe to moderate, &c, — 112 
Pretty Polly, ſay — — 119 


S8 
Since every charm on earth combine 


Smart Dell of the green, who lov'd mirth, &c. 74 
Simple Strephon, ceaſe complaining — 107 
Since you mean to hire for ſervice — 110 
Shall a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes 112 
Since laws are made for every degree — 127 
Still in hope to get the better — 132 


Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no farther, &c. 139 
Shall I ſtand ſtill and tamely fee — 143 
Say, little fooliſh flutt'ring thing — 152 
Since the world is ſurrounded with ſorrow, &c. 172 
Since artiſts, who ſue for the trophies of fame 2x88 
Som? ſay women are like the ſea | 
Since fortune is attendant upon the marriage {tate 200 
Says Plato, why ſhould man be vain — 202 


X. 


T 


To chace o'er the plains the fox or the hare 23 
The bluſh of Aurora now tinges the morn — 27 
The whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing dawn 28 
The high pois'd lark ſalutes the opening dawn 31 
The ſweet roſy morning peeps over the hills ib. 
To the chace all repair, jovial ſportſmen repair 33 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad 36 
The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold 39 
The grey-dappled eaſt proclaims the bright morn 40 
The hounds are all out, and the morning, &c. 41 
To the woods and the fields, my brave boys, &c. 42 
The ſmiling morn, the blooming fpring — 44 
The filver moon's enamour'd beam —_— 47 
The fragrant lily of the vale —— — 50 
The kind appointment Celia made — 61 
The ſtory goes, that ſiſter get — — 62 
To make the molt of fleeting time — 65 
The gentle ſwan, with graceful pride — 68 
The topſails ſhiver in the wind — — 80 
Together let us range the fields — — 82x 
The nymph that's endowed with prudence and care 86 
Tom loves Mary paſſing well 90 
There was a fair maiden, her name it was Gillian 98. 
The weſtern ſky was purpl'd o'er — — 103 
Think not; lewd Jove, thus to wrong, &c. 109 
Through all the employments of life — 117 
"Tis woman that feduces all mankind — ib. 
The gameſters and — are jugglers alike 121 
Thus when a good houſewife fees a rat — ib. 
The firſt time at the looking-glals — 222 
The modes of the court fo common are grown 124 
The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met 126 
Thus I ſtand, like the Turk, with his doxies, &c. 127 
Too yielding a carriage —— — 129 
There was a jolly miller once — 133 
The honeſt heart, where thoughts are clear 134 
Think, my faireſt, how delay | 135 
The world is a well farniſh'd table — 140 
The traveller benighted — — — 1 


10. 
That 
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I N-: I E X. x 
That man, who for life is bleſt in a wife ad] 143 


That man, who beſt can danger dare — 145 
The man chat ventures faire — 146 
Thou only darling I admire — — ib. 
There was a certain uſurer — — 147 
That May-day of life is for pleaſure — 148 
Thoughts to counſelJet me ſee— — 15 
"Twas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells 164 
There was an old man, and tho' it's not, &c. 171 


To think on one's follies ſometimes is but right 183 
The lilies of France and the fair 3 2 role 286 
The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O 191 
Thro' city, town, and village my fancy long, &c. 199 


V 
Valour the ſtronger grows — — 1286 
Vat mean yon, Shon Engliſh, you make, &c. 184 
W 


While ſome ſigh for this thing, and others, &c. 1 
Wine does wonders every day | 

Wine, wine is alone the briſk fountain of mirth 17 
With horns and with hounds I waken the day 30 
When Phoebus the tops of the trees doth adorn 38 


2 7 


When ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 57 
While others ſtrip the new-fall'n frnows — 60 
When Chloe I met, like an angel ſhe mov'd 63 
When innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown 70 
When trees did bud, and fields were green bs 
When late I wander'd o'er the plain — 92 
When firſt I ſaw thee graceful move — 99 
Would you wiſh to gain a lover _ 105 
Were I laid on Greenland's coaſt — 119 
Why how now, Madam Flirt — 123 
When a wife's in her pout — — 125 
Wilelmina, you fee I'm quite cool — 129 


Well, well ſav no more „ 
When I follow'd a laſs that was froward, &. 136 
Was ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixin 139 


— 
8 - — 
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Why how now, Sir Clown, — up for a wit 145 


Were I as poor as wretch can — 148 
Well met; pretty maid—— — 150 
Was I a fhepherd's maid to kee — 133 
When a woman's front is wrinkled — 154 
What cheerful ſounds ſalute our ears 139 
When Strephon to Chloe made love, &c. 162 


When I was a young one, what girl was like me 163 
What a charming thing's a battle — | 
When the trees were all bare, not a leaf, &. 173 


When Britain firſt, at heaven's command 194 
Y 

Ye roſy-fac'd ſons of the rich purple juice IT 

Young Damon to Chloe was telling his tale 43 


Ye beaureous nymphs, and blythſome ſwains 71 
Young Jockey ſought my heart p 
Young Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy ſo fair 94 
Ye fair, poſſeſs'd of every charm — 


102 
Young Collin's ever bilthe and gay — 
Youth's the ſeaſon made for joys — 1121 
Young T am, and fore afraid — — 138 
Ye mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex 170 
Ye Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes — 182 


Ye true honeſt Britons, who love, &c.*. — 187 
Ye fair, who ſhine thro' Britain's iſle — 198 
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| BACHANALTAN SONGS, 


The Bumper of Wine. 
HILE ſome ſigh for this thing, and others 


* for that, 
And torment their minds ſor v hat can't be come ats 
Thro' life I have form'd a'moit noble defign, -- - 
To drown all my cares in a bumper of wine. 


In politics ſome are moſt deeply perplex'd 
At the Rate ot the nation moſt terribly. vex 
Let them vex if they will, I ſhall never repine, 
But drive 1 V care in a bumper of wine. 


Young Damon of Chloe's ſo fond I have Rene, | 
If ſhe looks at another he's terribly ſcar d;: 
O would he but follow this maxim of mine, 
The S\pſey he'd quit for a bumper of wine. 

A 


The 


2 BACHANALIAN SONGS. 


The doctor preſcribes for the ſake of a fee, 
Yet-his patients are ſeldom ſo hearty as he; 
The reaſon is plain, if you mark his deſign, 
He often regales with a bumper of wine, 


The parſon ſo grave, if you mark but the elf, 
Tho' he temperance teaches, yet laughs to himſelf; 
At night with his friends he will jovial combine, 
And drink to the beſt in a bumper of wine. 


The lawyer, whenever he makes out a brief, 
Oſt calls for a bumper to give him relief ; 
The quids and pro quos 10 together combine, 
He'd be dead if it wan't for a bumper of wine, 


Each age, each condition, you'll find it thro' life, 
Good wine creates joy, and compoſes all ſtrife : 
Then jovially follow this maxim of mine, 

And drown all your cares in a bumper of wine. 


The Ti ppling Philoſophers. 


IOGENES, ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
Delighted in wine that was good, i 
Berauſe in good wine there was truth; 
But growing as poor as a, Job, 
Unable to purchaſe a flatk, | 
He choſe ſor his manſion a tub, - 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 


Heraclitus ne'er would deny 
A bumper, to cheriſh his heart ; 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 


Becauſe he had empty'd his quart: Tho! 
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Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think 
| He wept at men's follies and vice, 
_ only his cuſtom to drink 
| Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple and cheriſh his ſoul 
| Would laugh like a man that was mad, 
| When over a good flowing bowl ; 
As long as his cellar was ſtor'd, 
The liquor he'd merrily quatf : 
And when he was dronk as a lord, 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe Solon, who carefully gave' 
Good laws unto Athens of old, 
And thought the rich Crœſus a flave 
| (Tho' a king) to his coffers of gold; 
f He delighted in plentiful bowls, 
| But, drinking, much talk would decline, 
Becauſe 'twas the cuitom of fools 
To prattle much over their wine. 


Old Socrates ne'er was content, 


* Till a bottle had heighten'd his joys, 


Who in's cups to the oracle went, | 
Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſe : 

Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd. 
Made wine the delight of his life, 


Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 
| Such a dammable ſcold of a wife, 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts, 
Who tutor'd the bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank ao” a miſer at home; 
. A2 


„ BACHANALIAN- SONGS. 
And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good, 


To the laſt, (we. may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his bath with his blood, 
So fancy d he dy'd in his claret. 


Pythagoras did ſilence injoin ' 


Becauſe then he tippled good wine, 
Till himſelf was: "enable to ſpeak; 
And when he was whimſical grown, 
With ſipping his plentiful bowls, ? 
By the ſtrength. of the juice in his crown, 
He concer.d tranſmigration of ſouls. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt; ' 
Believ'd there was wiſdem in wine, 
And thought that a cup oſ the beſt 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With wine he repleniſh'd his veins, - 
0 And made his philoſophy reel; 
Then fancy'd the world, like bis brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot-whecl. 


WI Aritotle, that maſter of arts, 

Had been but à dunce without wing ; ; 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 

Is due te the Juice of the vine: 

His belly, moſt writers agree, 

Was big as d watering- trough; *& 
He e leapꝭd int the ſea, 
Becauſe he d have liquor enough. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 

| He fondly to. wiſdom was prone ; 7 
Hut had it-n6t been for good wine, 
| ; Tb merits had never n known. 


On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeek; | 
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By wine we are generous made, 
"It furnithes fancy with wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have . 


Philoſophers, poets, or kings. 


"— 


The Invitation. 
OME with me and taſte of pleaſure, 
Such as drinking can beſtow ; 
It's a bliſs beyond all meaſure ; 3 
Fill the glaſs, 


Let it pals, 
For all mirth in bumpers flow, 2 


When the tedious day is over, 


Cood companions all repair ; 


It will eaſe the fond young lover; 3th 


Sparkling wine, 
All divine, 
Will elate the mind from care. 


See the ſellow bound by Cupid, 
With his nymph the hours doth paſs, 
Soon by love the youth's made . 
Lifeleſs fool, 
Woman's tool, 
Come and taſte th' enliv'ning glaſs, 


Miſers glory in their treaſure, 
Politicians in their ſkill ; 
Thoſe fall ſhort of real pleaſure ; 
Then be wiſe, 
Take advice, 
From the bowl a bumper fill, 
A 3 
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Mighty Bacchus, from thy fountains, 


The true ſource of knowledge ſprings ; 
Let chy juices o'erflow mountains, 
Then we'll drink, |. - 
And not ſhrink, 
Envying not the pomp of kings. 


$74 
———_ * 9 


* The Jolly Bachanal. 
(Tune, 7 begging we will go.) 


OME all ye jolly bachanals, 
C That love to tope good wine, 
Let us offer up a hogſhead 

Unto our maſter's ſhrine. 
And a toping we will go, &c, 


Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
For I'll give a reaſon Why; | 
*Tis a great fin to leave a houſe, 
Till we've drank the cellar dry. 
And a toping, &c. 


In times of old I was a fool, 
I drank the water clear; 


But Bacchus took me ſrom that rule, 


He thought twas too ſevere. ot 
And a toping, &c. | 


He fill'd a goblet to the brim, 
And bade me take a ſup; 
But had it been a gallon-pot, 
By Jove I'd toſs d it up. 25 
And a toping, &c. - 
| kf And 


», M0; 


BACHANALIAN SONGS. 


And ever ſince that happy time, ; ol - 


„ 


Now nothing puts me in a ſwoon, (7 
But water or ſmall beer. 
And a toping, &c. © 


Then let us tope about, my boys, : | 
And never flinch nor fly ; ES 
But fill our ſkins brimful of wine, 4 


— 


And a toping we wilt go, &c. © - 


„ 
x, — 


Wine does Wonders, 


INE does wonders every day, 
W Makes the heavy light and gay, 
Throws off all their melancholy, _ 
Makes the wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the buſy toy and play, 
And the n. needy jolly. 


* « 


Wine makes trembling cowards bold, 

Men in years forget they're old, 
Women leave their coy diſdaining, 

Who till then were ſhy and cold; 

Makes a niggard light his gold, 
And the foppiſh Ong. 


The With, 
E that will not merry merry be, _ 
With a generous bowl and a toaſty 


« 
ſ * 
CY 
. 


| Good wine has been my cher: 


And drain the bottles dry. ice 5 Ga 


May 
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May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And falt bound to a poſt; 
Let him be merry merry there, _- | 
And we'll be merry merry here; 
For who can know where we hall go; | 
To be merry another year ? | 


He that will not merry merry be, | 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 

May he b' oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
And ne'er a penny in's purſe; 

Let him be merry, &c. | | 


He that will not merry merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, p 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe ; 
Let him be merry, &c. 


© gn . * 


He that will not merry merry be, ] 
And ſing to Bacchus' praiſe, 

May he cold water always drink, = 
Nor taſte wine all his days; 


Let him be merry, &c. 


— * 


The Topers. 
By JOHN VINT. 
Tune, Full mortals fill your glaſſes. 
RINK about, brave boys, be jolly, 
Wine's the ſource of all our joy; 


Guilty he's of greateſt folly, 
Who lets care his mirth annoy. Let 


Let 


. e g* . 1 um 


— 2 
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Let the lover pine and languiſh, 
Drown'd in care his minutes paſs: 
Never will we live in anguiſh, 


While we've power to drink a glaſs. 


Tho' the ſtateſman lives in ſplendor, 
Yet he's ſtill perplex'd with care; 

Tis not wealth, but wine that renders . 
All the happineſs we ſhare. | 


Let the wretch, whoſe god is treaſure, * 
Still be hoarding all he can; 

Wine's' the fountain of our pleaſure, 
Drinking is our only plan. 


Tho' the ſaves may attack us, 
Urging we our ſenſes drown, 

They themſelves ſhake hands with Bacchus 
Ott as we, to us unknown. 


Fill up, boys, the ſparkling glaſſes, 
Nothing ſhall our mirth controul; 
Never think how time it paſſes, 


Sitting round the flowing bowl, 6 


S& + S GS X24 


— ——— 


| The Wine Vault. 
Tune, The hounds are all aut.) 


(ONTENTED 1 am, and contented ON be, 
For whar can this'world more afford,-- 


| Than a girl that will feciably fit on my knee, | 


And a cellar that) > eren ſtor'd, 


My u brave boys- 


My 


p 
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My vault-door is open, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Broach that caſk, aye, that wine we will try, 

'Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her cheek to the eye. 


In a piece of lit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, 
"Twill light us each bottle to hand; - $ 

And the foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. 


We are drywhere we fit, tho' the oozing drops ſeem 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 
From the arch mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taſte 

ſtream, 5 29994 6 2 Ti 
Like ſtucco work cut out of moſs. 


Aſtride cn a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 
I fit my-companions among, 

Like grape-blefling Bacchus, the goodfellow's god, 
And a ſentiment give or a ſong, Toy 


o 


No ancient more patriot-like bled ; 
Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks I'll drink dead. 


* 


. : 7 
1 View that heap of Old Hock in the rear; 


Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review ; 


As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue, 


I charge ſpoil:in hand, and my empire maintain, 


Yon bottles of Burgundy, fee how they're pil'd, | 


When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks | 
Like 


* 


| 
T 


: 
p 
| 
| 
4 
+ 
| 
i 


* 


Sound that pipe, *tis in tune, and thoſe bins are | 


: 


& 
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Like Macedons's madman my drink I'll enjoy, 
In defiance of gravel and gout ; 


Who cry'd, when he had no more worlds to ſubdue, 


I'll weep when my liquor is out. 


When the lamp is brimful, ſee the flame brightly 


ſhines, 
But when wanting moiſture, decays; 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of my blaze. 


Tis my will when I die not a tear ſhould be ſhed, 
No-hic Facet be cut on my ſtone ; 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And ſay, A choice fellow is gone, 
My brave boys, 


mn. 


* — 


FE The Bucks. 


Y the gally-circling glaſs, 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 
By the hollow caſk we're told, 
How the waining night grows old : 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day, 


Drives us from onr ſports away : 


What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of care, twas made for you, 


A E 
— — — - 


Cupid drown d in Wine. 


E roſy- fac' I ſons of the rich purple juice, 
Attetd to the carro! I now ſhall produce; 
What 
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What ſubje& ſo noble to chaunt o'er our bowls, 
As that which we know will make happy our ſouls? 


en 7 *% 


To make me in love, and appear like an aſs, 
And kneel at the feet of each proud froward laſs, 
The goddeſs of beauty had long ſtrove in vain, - | 


But love, while I've liquor, ſhall ne'er give me pain. 


At length quite enrag'd that a mortal like me, 
Should laugh at her power, and yet remain free, 
The urchin young Cupid ſhe bade quickly fly, | 
And never return till he made me comply. | 


The youth left Olympus, to Old England came, 


Diſcover'd my haunts, choſe a dart, took his aim; | 7 
But ere he had time to purſue his deſign, 

I plung'd him headlong in a hogſhead of wine. | 1 

And now there's an end of that troubleſome boy, y 
The pleaſures of wine we may freely enjoy ; | 
Let Sol round the globe roll as fait as he will, | 

The bottle and glaſs thall keep up with him ill.. X 

* | | | þ 

The Revellers. i434 

A TOW Phabus finketh'in the welt, a 
Welcome {0ng, and welcome je!, 

Midnight ſhouts and revelry, | 
 Tiply dance and jollity 1 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 1 4 


Propping odours, dropping wine. * g 
| Rigour ' 


"2 


ur 


BACHANALIAN SONGS. 13 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 
And advice, with ſcrup'lous head, 
Strict age, and ſour ſeverity, : 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 
Now Phabus ſinketh, &c. 


The Aſs. 


USH about the briſk bowl, *twilLenliver the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the graſs ; 
The lover who talks of his ſufferings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an als, © 
Deſerves to be, &c. N 


The wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotten pelt, 


And wiſhes to add to the mals, "I 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelt, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an als, | 
Delſerves to be, &c. 3 


The beau who, ſo ſmart with his well powder'd hair, 
An angel beholds in the glaſs, TINY 
And thinks with grimace to ſabdue all the fair 
May juſtly be reckon'd-an aſs, an aſs, 

May juſtly, &c. 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Crœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; ONT 
And oft, when he's wand'ring, his lady at home 
Claps the horns ef an ox on an aſs, an aſs, 

Claps the horns, &c. | 


% 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead wel cover'd with braſs, 
Tho' he talks to no purpoſe, he packets your fee; 


There you, my good friend, are the als, the als, 
There you, &e, 


= - The 


» + 
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The formal phyſician, who knows every ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; * 
The ſick man a while may conſide in his ſkill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs, an aſs, 
But death, &c. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and glaſs; 
For he who his pleaſure puts off fot à day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


8 


, - 


| The Charms of the Bowl. 


ACCHUS invites, to taſte delights 
Beneath the ſpreading vine : 
With wreath and rod, the ſtaggering god 
Quaffs off the ſparkling wine. 


Apollo's lyre may ſtill inſpire 
The poets muſing ſoul; 

But we deſcry more charms that lie 
Within the flowing bowl. 


Wine of the beſt will give 2 zeſt, 
And every ſenſe improve, 

Then he's an aſs, that baulks his glaſs, 
Tis netar—mix'd with love. 


Let's care defy, yet ne'er deny 

To pledge the joyous heart ; 
Whoſe noble mind, by wine refin'd, 
Still acts the honeſt part. 


— — 


* 
. 
# 
£ 
. 
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Greedy Midas. 


(Inſerted by defire.) 


REEDY Midas, [I've been told, 
W hate'er he touch'd he turn'd to gold, 
Whate'er he touch'd, &c. 
DOD had I but a power like thine, 
| O had I but, &c. 
I'd turn, I'd turn, I'd turn whate'er I touch'd 
to wine. 
I'd turn whate'er I touch'd to wine. 


Each purling ſtream ſhall Sel my force, 
Each fiſh my fatal power ſhall mourn, 
Each fiſh, &c. 
And wonder at the mighty change, 
And wonder, &c. 
Shall in, ſhall in, ſhall in their native regions burn. 
Shall in their native regions burn. 


- 
rern 


- — 
A 


Nor ſhall any mortal e er approach '#, 
My circling ſparkling mantle ſhrine ; 
My circling, &c. 
But firit ſhall pay their vows to me, 
But firſt, &c. 
And ſtile, and ſtile, and Rile me only god of wine. 


And ſtile me wy god of wine. 


＋— — 


The ee of Wine. 


RINK about, my dear friend, 
| For, I pray, to what end 
d Stands uſeleſs the full flowing bowl ? 


A 2 Leave 
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Leave your forrows behind, 
Give your cares to the wind, 
And drink to each jolly brave foul. 


For Alcides the fam'd, 
Who manſters all tam'd, 
And bound the ſtout porter of hell ; 
Tho' immortal his line, 
Had it not been for wine, 
Might, like them he conquer'd, have fell. 


Tho' Achilles the great, 

When he fought at ſuch rate, 
He ſlew the great Hector of Troy; 
Twas the grape's potent juice 
Made him wonders produce, 
And Priam's whole race to deſtroy. 


Neoptolemus | too 
The ſame ſteps did purſue, 
And trac d the fam'd. heroes of yore, 
He'd in drinking relax, 
And then Pyrrhus's acts 
Were as greit as his father's before. 


And Ulyſſes the fly 
Had been drinking, (for why) - 
When the Trojan Palladium he ſtole; 
For his ſubtle thoughts ſprung, 
If e er Ajax but ſung 
The charms of a Tparkling full bowl. 


Since in drinking we find 
There's a charm for the mind, 
Let Bacchus then join in his train; 
Drink, my lads, drink about, 

Let us ſee the bowl out, 
And once more we'll fill it again. 
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Jolly 


— 
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Jolly Mortals. | 


OLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes, 
Noble deeds are done by wine; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces; 
Who'd for love or beauty pine ? 


Look upon this bowl that's aug < 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 

More than in Chloe when jult going 
In the moment to be kind. | 


Alexander bated thinking, 


Drank about at council-board ; 


He ſubdu'd the world by drinking, 


More than by his conqu'riag ſworg, 


88 


The Bachanalians. 


INE, wine is alone the briſk fountain of 
mirth, 7 | 
Whence jsllity ſprings, and contentment has birth; 
What mortals ſo happy, as we who combiae, 
And fix our delight in the juice of the vine ? 
No care interrupts when the battle's in view, 


Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


Our laws-are-our own, not inforc'd by the crawn, 


And we ſtand to them fair, till we fairly fall down, 


At acts or repeals we diſdain to repine, 


Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on cur wine: 


B 3 | To 
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To Czſar and Bacchus our tribute is due, 


Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. | 
To Cæſar, &c. 


His worſhip ſo grave here may revel and roar, * 
The lawyer: ſpeak truth, who ne er ſpoke ſo before; | 
The parſon here ſtript of his prieſthood's diſguiſe, *' 
And Chloe's ſcorn d lover get drunk and grow wile; 
The huſband may learn here to combat the ſhrew, | 
So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, ler us purſue. | 

The huſban 7 &c. | 


The chace of the bottle few accidents wait, 

We ſeldom break necks, tho* we oft crack a pate, 

If wars riſe among us, they ſoon again ceaſe, + 

One bumper brings truce, and another brings peace: 

"Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
"Tis this, &c. \ 


ba s@# a DS Ds © a * 
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The Aſſembly of the Gods. | 
| Tune, Paſb about the briſk bowl. ) | 


Y an edi from ſove, all the deities met, ; 
B On the top'of Olympus one day, 
o conſult the true means that would pleaſure beget, 
And the bliſs ſtraight to mortals convey, convey, 
And the bliſs ſtraight to mortals convey. 


7 
: 
o 
% 
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But 


Great Juno urg'd power and wealth as the thing, 
The ſureſt to pleaſe human kiad ; 

That ſplendor, and empire, a ſceptre, a king, 
Was all that e' er fancy could find, could dad, 


t, 


at 


„„ 
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But ſweet ſniling Venus, the queen of ſoft love, 
Diſſented from Juno's high plan, 
And ſaid ſhe was certain that beauty would prove 
The grate fulleſt gift unto man, to man, 
The gratefulleſt gift, &c. 


Then Pallas ng wah with her lance and her fhield, 
And beauty the ſaid was a toy, | | 
That wiſdom alone would true happineſs yield, 
That wiſdom alone would ne'er cloy, ne'er cloy, 
That wiſdom alone, &c. 


Apollo faid harmony only could pleaſe, 
That mulic the charm had alone, 
To allay every ſorrow, to ſoften, to eaſe, 
Beyond beauty, or wit, or a crown, a crown, 
Beyond beauty, &c. 


Stern Mars was for ſlaughter, and glory, be ſaid, 
Was all that the ſoul could deſire; 
Phe thrill ſounding trumpet and laurel wreath'd head, 
Was a greatneſs the world malt adimre, adaure, 
Was a greatneſs, &c. 


4 of 
Next Momus approach'd with ſarcaſtical grin, 
And jeering his council addreſs'd: | 
If laughing your deities deem not a fin, - 
I'm ſure it would pleaſe m the beſt, the beſt, 
I'm fare it would, &c. | 


Now reeling young Bacchus appear'd with a bowl, 
And begg'd of the court this requeſt, 
To taſte but his liquor, and ſwore by his foul, 
That wine would plæuſe mortals the belt, the beſt, 


That wine would, &c. 


The gods all conſented, and took a large ſup, 
And own'd the molt pleaſure in wine; 
Jove gave his command, and the council broke up, 
And Bacchus came down with the vine, the vine, 
And Bacchus came down, &e. 


In 
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In wine is compriz'd everx joy that we ſhare, 
"Tis a friend to wit, wiſdom, and love; 
It heightens the fancy, it baniſhes care, 
Tis a type of the bleſſings above, above, 
"Tis a type, &c. , 


Then circle the glaſs, and in chorus let's join, | 
To — our ves wel raiſe "ih | 
To Bacchus who-planted the grape-bearing vine 


To Bacchus is due all our pr our praiſe, | 
To Bacchus is due, &c. | 
Hail ruddy-fac'd god! our vines ftill protect, | 
And thus we'll your bounty repay, | 
With hearts, hands, and bumpers,—1n every reſpect, 
To Bacchus we'll Joudly huzza ! huzza ! 
To Bacchus we'll loudly huzza ! | 


—_— 


The Choice Spirits. 
(Tune, Jolly mortals fil your glaſſes.) 


T ET: be-jovial, fill our glaſſes, | 

| Madneſs 'tis for us to think, « 
How the world is rul'd by aſſes, 

And the wiſe are ſway'd by chink. 


Then never let rain cares oppreſs us, 

+ Riches are to them a ſnare ; 

We're every one as rich as Crœſus, 
While our bottle drowns our care. 


IF 
N "I" 


Wine will make us red as roſes, 

And our ſorrows quite forget; 

Come let's fuddle all our noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 


1 
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When grim death is looking for us, 


We're carouſing o'er our owls; 


* Bacchus joining in the chorus, 


? Death, begone ! here's none but ſouls. 


; God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
| 


Trembling death away ſhall fly, 
Ever atter underſtanding 


Drinking ſouls can never die. 


* <A Ee ITN 
The Parſon. 


Who at cares of this world would repine ; | 
"Twas our ſorrows to drown, & diſpel fortune's frown, 

Jove ſent us, Jove ſent us the juice of the vine. 

Tis this in all ſes the true int'reft protects, \ 
Acad eulivens the lamp of our clay: = 
The parſons' looks teach, tho' againſt it they preach j 

Then believe them, believe them, who pleaſes, I fay, 


; 
| pm about the briſk glaſs, 1 proclaim him an aſs, 
1 


na 


| 


Tis not long ago, that a vicar 1 know, 
W ofe name 'twere angod?y to tell. 


Who o'er bottle and bowl ſat with many good ſoul, 


Full of glee, till ding dong, till ding dong went 
| the bell. 


Ten having a hiccup, left the chair with a hiccup, 
: TI muſt go, elſe the church will complain; 
\ But, friends, don't think m 


ne rude, I ſwear by my 
prieſthood, 
Il but preach, and be with you, be with you again. 


The parſon went ſtraight, tho' he ſtagger'd in gait, 
With his fermon in mem'ry s latge cheſt; 7 
To the pulpit he roſe, but ſoon fell in à doſe, 
Crying, Excellent, excellent wine, I proteſt. 


„ 
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The whole congregation, in {trange conſternation, 
Left the church, with a ſigh at the cauſe; 

Bur the clerk, more devour, cries, Sir, they're all out; 
Then fill 'em, then fill *em again, my brave boys. 


In law 'twas deſign'd, juſtice ſti?! ſhould be blind; 
Vet ſhe'll ſquint if ſelf- int reſt dorh call; 
Then Pm certain I could, o'er a hogſhead that's good, 
Bribe the council, the council, judge, jury, aad all. ſ 
, 


If to drink be a fault, for ſo we're all taught, 
Old Noah could tipple, they ſay; | 
And we gather from hence, all mortals of ſenſe | 


Should be ſons of old Noah, old Noah: huzza ! 


7. 


OME jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deftroy our pleaſure; 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That every true and loyal ſoul 
May drink and ſing without controul, 
- To (ſupport our pleature. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian of our pleaſure, 
That, under thy protection, we 
May enjoy our pleaſure ; 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in hy name invoke their ſtay, ' 
And fing thy praiſes, that we may | 
Live and die in pleaſure. 


- 
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PO. abdut the briſk bowl, twill enliven the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the — Stay ! 
What buſineſs have 1 an old ſong to impart, 
When l, firs, a new one can ſay, can ſay, 
When I, firs, a new one can ſay. 


What ſhall I firſt ſay, or what ſhall I firſt do? 
Or what beſt will my bad voice become? 
Why faith, firs, I'll ſtrive by my verſes to ſhew, 
That life is, alas]! but a hum, a bum, 
That life, &. 


Children weep at their birth, and old men when 
© they die, | 
At death they moſt wretched look glum ; 
At our entrance and exit we equally cry, 
Which proves our life's plainly a hum, a hum, 
W hich proves, &c. 


Behdld the coquette, with a circle beſet, 
Filh for hearts by the bait of her bloom ; 
Tho? the melts in each look, as by each lover took, 
Yet her ſoftneſs is merely a hum, a hum, 
Yet her ſoftneſs, &c. 


Law & phyſia, you ſee, will make ſure of their fee, 


No advice to you gratis will come; 
Nay the court proves it true, money only will do, 
For merit without it's a hum, a hum, 
For merit, &c, 


Ac- 
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Acquaintance pretend, that your fortunes they'll 
mend, | 

And vow to your ſervice-they'll come; 

But be you in need, and you'll find that, indeed, 

Modern friendſhip is merely a bum, a hum, 


Modern, &c. 


When ſome ladies kneel, ſmall devotion they feel, 
(But let us be modeſt and mum) BEG 

At the altar. they bow, but 'tis only for ſhew, 
4855 with them is a hum, a hum, 

A 

In a hum let's keep off (till we've liquor enough) 
Our landlord from entering the room: ; 

In the joke to ſucceed, we'll declare to Jack Speed, 

That his reck'ning we'll pay by a hum, a hum, 

That his reck'ning, &c. * 


We are hum'd from our birth, till we're hum'd 
into earth, | 
To an end of my jokes then we come : 
Take your glaſs, my briſk brother, and I'll take 
another, | | 
And let's make the moſt of a hum, a hum, 
And let's make the moſt of a hum, 


The Merry Companions. 


II wine there is all that in life you can name, 
It ſtrengthens our friendſhip, is love aids the flame; 
Then ſince, my brave boys, our life's but a ſpan, 
Let's live all our days, and let this be the plan, 
To drink, my brave boys, and drive away ſorrow 
If the caſh holds but out, we'll ne'er aik to borrow ; 
It the caſh holds but out, we'll ne'er aſk to borrow; 
Tho' poor rogues to-day, we'll be rich rogues to- 
morrow. May 


LET 
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May we live in a village, not far from a town, 
With a bed for a friend, it he chance to come down; 
With a pack of good hounds, that when we awake, 
We may mount the briſk hunter, and draw the next 

brake. 


May our diſhes be good, not nice of their ſort, 
And our cellars well ſtor'd with old claret and port; 
With a few bumper glaſſes to toſs our old glories, 
As our fathers and grandſires have oft done before us · 


With an honeſt buck chaplain to grace a round table, 
Who will drink while he can, and no longer than able; 
Who will drink till his face is like claret fo red, 

Or like old Airds the parſon (God reſt him) he's dead. 


Thus, as we have liv'd, may we cloſe the laſt ſcene, 
Quite free from all hardſhip, and free from all pain; 
That the young ones may wonder, and the old oncs 

may (tare, 


And amaz'd both cry out, O what friendſhip was 
„ ere! 
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The Fox and Hare Hunters. 


O chace o'er the plains the fox or the hare, 

| Such pleaſure no ſport can e'er bring; 
It baniſhes ſorrow and drives away care, 

And makes us more blelt than a king : 
When ever. we hear the ſound of the horn, 

Our hearts are tranſported with joy ; 
We rife and embrace with the earlieſt dawn, 

A paſtime that never can cloy. 


C O'er 
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O'er furrows and hills our game we purſue, 
No danger our breaſts can invade ; 

The hounds in full cry our joys will renew, 
An increaſe of pleaſures diſplay'd : 

This freedom our conſcience it never alarms, 
We live free from envy and ſtrife ; 

If bleſt with a ſpouſe, return to her arms, 
Sport ſweetens the conjugal life. 


The courtier who toils o'er matters of ſtate, 
. ne er ſuch - happineſs know; | 
e grandeur and pomp, enjoy'd by the great, 
Can ne'er ſuch a comfort — 5 ol 
Our days paſs away in a ſcene of delight, 
Our pleaſure's ne er taken amiſs : 
We hunt all the day, and revel all night; 
What joy can be greater than this ? 


Come rouſe Brother Sportſmen. 


OME rouſe brother ſportſmen, the hunters 


all cry, 
We've got a ſtrong ſcent and a favoring ſky ; 


The horn's ſprightly notes, & the lark's early ſong, 


Will chide the dull ſportſmen for ſleeping ſo long. 


Bright Phœbus has ſhewn us a glimpſe of his face, | 


Peeps in at our windows and calls us to chace; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 


And makes the fields bluſh at the beams of his ray. 
Young Molly may teaze you perhaps to lie down, 


And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown; 


| 


But | 


| 
1 
4 


. | 
Mn, : 


| 
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But tell her that love muſt to _—_— give place, 
For as well as her charms there are charms in the 
chace. 


Look yonder ! look yonder ! old reynard I ſpy, 
At his bruſh nimbly follow Briſk, Chanter & Fly : 
They've ſeiz'd on their prey—ſce his eyeballs they 

roll, | 
We're in at the death, now let's home to the bowl. 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes & toaſt to the king, 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring ; 
To George peace and glory may heaven difpenſe, 
And foxhunting flouriſh a thouſand years hence. 


The Joys of the Chace. 


HE bluſh of Aurora now tinges the morn, 
And dew-drops beſpangle the ſweet-ſcented 
thorn ; 
Then ſound, brother ſportſmen, ſound, ſound the 


gay born, 
Till Phœbus awakens the day. 


And fee, now. he riſes, in ſplendor how bright! 

IO Pzan! for Phoebus, the god of delight, 

All glorious in beauty, now baniſhes night ; 
Then mount, boys, to horſe and away. 


What raptures can equal the joys of the chace ! 
Health, bloom & contentment, appear in each face, 
And in our ſwift courſers what beauty and grace, 
W hile we 2 fleet ſtag do purſue ! $i 
2 3 
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At the deep & harmonious ſweet cry of the hounds, | 
Wing'd with terror he burſts from the foreſt's wide 
bounds, | 

Yet tho' like the lightning he darts o'er the grounds, 
Still, ill we ſhall keep him in view. 


When chac'd till quite ſpent he his life does reſign, 

Our victim we'll offer at Bacchus's ſhrine, 

And revel in honour of Nimrod divine, 
That hunter ſo mighty of fame : 


| 


Our glaſſes then charge to our country and king, 
Love and beauty we'll fill to, and jovially ſing, | 
Wiſhing health and ſucceſs, till we make the houſe 

ring, | 


To all ſportſmen and ſons of the game. 


N 


» | 
Away to the Copſe. 
RECITATIVE. 
HE whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, 


The thruſh, melodious, drowns the ruſtic notes, 
Loud ſings tha blackbird thro' reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun, 


AIR. 


Away to the copſe, to the copſe lead away, 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds; | 
I'll warrant he ſhews us, he ſhews us ſome play, 
See yonder he flies thro' the grounds. ; 
| Come | 


ng 


2 


1 

* 
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Come ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em, 
my bloods, 
Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn 
What concerts are equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo the hounds and the horn ? d 
The hounds and the horn, 
The hounds and the horn, 
The hounds and the ho- 0 0 
What concerts are equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo the hounds and the horn? 


Each heath that he tries, ſee he tries it in vain, 
His cover no ſafeguard can find ; 

He breaks it, and ſcours it, and ſcours it amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 

O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 

Bold reynard we'll follow until that he dies, 
Chear up my good dogs with the horn. 


My good dogs, &c. 


But now be ſcarce creeps, ſcarce creeps thro” the 
dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer, no longer prevail, 
Nor his cunning his life can prolong : 
From 2 2 and fleet pack twas in vain that 
e fled, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd, forlorn, 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of rhe horn. 
To the ſound of the horn, 
To the ſound of the horn, | 
To the ſound of the ho—0-—0—o0—orn. 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the born, ; 
C 3 With 
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With Horns and with Hounds. 


ITH horns and with hounds I waken the day, 
And hie to my woodland walks away ; 

I tuck up my robes, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 

And tie to my forehead a wexing moon : 

I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, | 

And chace the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks: 

Wich ſhouting and hooting we pierce thro' the ſky, 

And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


—— 


OW Aurora is up, the bright goddeſs of day, 
Let us hail the gay nymph of the morn; 
Bid the ſhepherds and maids tune their tabors 

and play, . 
Bid the huntſman attend with his horn. 


To laviſh dull rules let the cit be confin'd, 

Let him toil day and night too for wealth; 
To hunting and fowling our lives are conſign'd, 
And our riches, my lads, is good health. 


By yon rural copſe, juſt opening to ſight, 
View the young tender brood, and prepare; 


Let them firit for the ſky, my good boys, wing 


their flight, 
True ſportſmen delight to ſhoot fair. 


When return'd from the chace, let the bumpers | 


go round, 
Loet us merrily revel and fins ; 
In women and wine true harmony's found ; 


Fill your glaſſes, and toaſt to the king. 


. 


2 


J. 


Acroſs the cople the ruddy milkmaid chants, 


He fords the river, climbs the ſteep; 


Dead! dead! ware haunch !—he dies! he dies! 
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A Cantata. 


RECITATIVE. 


HE high pois'd lark ſalutes the op'ning dawn, 
The dripping cowſlips rear their dewy heads, 


And Phœbus tints with gold his Wicklow hills. 


AIX. 


With well ſcented hounds, & with jolly ton'd horn, 
We'll rouze the proud ſtag with the firſt of the morn; 
See, ſee from the covert how Routly he ſprings ; 
Hark! hark! the pack opens—'tis muſic for kings. 
With ſcorn and diſdain how he ſnuffs up the wind, 
He leaps the park wall, and he throws us behind; 
No more he perceives us, gets rid of his pain, 
Tan ta ra! ſays echo—they're with you again. 


Thro* woodlands then he leads the ſweep, 


The brow he gains —he ſtops—he turns, 
He fears—he pants—he chills —he burns. 


To the herd then he ſcours amain, 
His ſuit to the herd proves in vain ; 


He faints !—he drops !—the huntſman cries, 


—— —— 


'FY ſweet roſy morning peeps over the hills, 
Ws SO adorning the meadows and 
elds; 
The merry, merry horns call, come, come away; 
Awake from your ſlumbers, and hail the new day. 
The merry, merry, &c. | 
The 
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The ſtag, rous'd before ns, away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the chorus of hounds in fully cry; 
Then follow, follow, follow the muſical chace, 


. 


Where pleaſure and vigorous health you embrace. | 


The day's ſport when over, makes blood circle | 


right, 


And gives the briſk lover freſh charms for the night. f 


Then let us now enjoy all we can while we may, 


Let love crown the night, as our ſports crown the 


day. 


— — 


A Way to the fields, ſee the morning looks grey, 
And ſweetly bedappled, forbodes a fine day; 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace : 


Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 


And join with the jovial crew, 


While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, | 


The health-giving chace to purſue, 


How charming the fight, when Aurora firſt da vns, 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns; 
To welcame the ſun now returning from reſt, 
Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt. 
Then hark in the morn, &c. Ps 


But O! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
To ſtart juſt as Phoebus peeps over the hills; 
While, joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 


Then hark in the morn, &c. 


3 


— ; 
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The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds. - 
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See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 

Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barr'd gate ; 

Borne by their bold courſers, no danger they fear, 

And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark in the mora, &c. 


Ye cits, for the chace, quit the joys of the town, 

And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in down; 

Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 

Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. 
Then hark in the morn, &c. 


The Morning Call. 


By J. VINT. 


| the chace all repair, jovial ſportſmen repair, 
Aurora peeps out, ſec, the goddeſs of day; 
Bright — will ſoon thro' your windows ſhine 
clear, 
And chide your dull flothful wy ay | 
Then come, my brave boys, come & ſaddle your ſteeds, 
See the dogs carol eagerly round, 
All ready to fly o'er the plains and the meads, 
At the huntſman'ꝭs melodious ſ{und. 


What ſports are ſo noble as thoſe of the chace ? 
What paſtime more happineſs yields ? 
O'er rocks and o'er mountains bold reyaard we'll trace, 
Thro' vallies, o'er hedges and ficlds: | 
And at night, my brave boys, we will quaff the full 
0 owl, 
When reynard in triumph we've borne 
For a cup of the belt (not too much) will, my ſouls, 
Make us fit for the chace in the morn, 


RE- 
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RECITATIVE. 


ARK ! the horn calls away, 
Come the grave, come the gay, 

Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 

Quit the bondage of floth, and ariſe. 


AIR. 


From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun-beams adorn 
The wild heath and the mountains fo high; 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſonnd, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 

By encount'ring the pard and the boar; 
Ruddy health bloom'd each face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 

And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 


Hence of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd; 
Tho' in life's buſy day, 
Man of man make a prey, 


Still let ours be the pray of the field 


With the chace in full ſight, 
Gods, how great the delight, 
How our mortal ns refine ; 
Where is care, where is fear? 
Like the winds in the rear, 


And the man's loſt in ſomethiog divine. 


o 


„re 


| 
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Now to horſe, my brave boys, 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole ; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 


And renew the chace over the bowl. 


RECITATIVE. 


RIGHT dawns the day with roſy face, 
That calls the hunters to the chace. 


AIR. 
With muſical horn ſalute the gay morn, 
Thoſe jolly companions ro cheer; 


With enlivening ſounds encourage your hounds, 
To rival the ſpeed of the deer, 


If you'd find out his lair, to the woodlands repair, 
Hark, hark, he's unharbour'd, they cry; 
Then fleet o'er the plain we gallop amain, 
All, all is a triumph of joy. 


O'er heaths, hills, and woods, thro” foreſts and 
floods, 


The ſtag flies as ſwift as the wind : 
The welkm reſounds, with the cry of the hounds, 
That chaunt in a concert behind. 


Adieu to old care, pale grief and deſpair, 
We ride in oblivion of fear ; 


Vexation and pain, we leave to the train, 


Sad wretches that lag in the rear. 


Lo! 
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Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay, the pack's at a ſtay, 
Then eagerly ſeize on their prize; 

The welkin reſounds, with the chorus of hounds, 
Shrill horas wind his knell, and he dies, 


— 


HE echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away; | 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox, 
Q'er hill, and o'er valley he flies 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him : huzza ! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


The Echoing Horn. | 
| 
; 
| 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bachanals, ſhouting and gay ; | 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to reſreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day. 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune deff; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours: | 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


_—  —c__ 


ARK away ! 'tis the merry ton'd horn 
Calls the hunters all up with the morn; _| 
To the hills and the woodlands they ſteer, | 
To unharbour the cut-lying deer. 
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CrHorvs of Huntſmen, 


All the day long, this, this is our ſong : 
Still hollooing, and following, ſo trolic and free. 


Our joys know no bounds, while we're after the 


hounds : 
No mortals on earth are ſo jolly as we. 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow! 
While the hills they all echo—Holloo ! 
With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 
Then our {ſhoots they reſound to the ſkies. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 
Up the heath-breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labour we feel ! 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 


Cantata. 
RECITATIVE;. 


OW peeps the ruddy dawn o'er mountain top, 
Its different notes each feather'd warbler 
tunes: 

The milkmaid's carol glads the ploughman's ear; 

The jolly huntſman winds his chearful horn, 

And the ſtaunch pack return the lov'd ſalute. 


AIR, 


The hounds are unkennel'd, and now 
Thro' the copſe and the furze will we lead, 
Till we reach yonder farm on the brow ; 
For there lurks the thief that muſt bleed, 
D I :oid 


38 HUNTING SONGS. 


I told you ſo, didn't 1?— See where he flies, 
Twas Bellman that open'd, fo ſure the fax dies. 
Let the horn's jolly ſound, 
Encourage the hound, 
And float thro” the echoing ſkics, 


RECITATIVE. 


The chace began, nor rock, nor flood, nor ſwamp, | 


Quickſet, or gate, the thund'ring courſe retard, 
Till the dead notes proclaim the falling prey, 
Then—to the ſportive ſquire's capacious bowl, 


A IR. 


O'er that, and old beer of his own, 
That is ſound, bright and wholeſome, we'll ſing, 
Drink ſucceſs to Great George and his crown; 
For each heart, to a man's with the king : 
And next will we fill to Jove's fav'rite ſcene, 
The rich Iſle of Saints—Britannia I mean; 
Where men, horſes, and hounds, 
Can be ſtopt by no bounds, 
For no ſpot on the earth e'er bred ſporters ſo keen. 


8 


A Duett. 
HEN Phœbus the tops of the trees doth 
adorn, | 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn; 
When the ant'ling ſtag is rous'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain; 


But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view, 
Of the glorious game, 


O ſee 
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O ſee how again he rears up his head, 
And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed; 
But ah! tis in vain, in vain that he flies. 
That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his cars loſe their 
cries ; 
For now his ſtrength fails, he heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well-ſcented hounds 
Surrounded, he dies. 


— nnn. 


_— ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains 
with gold, 

And the meadows all ſpangled with dew- drops 
behold ; | . 

The lark's early mattin proclaims the new day, 

And the horns chearful ſummons rebukes onr delay. 

Witk the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can 
vie, 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 

Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 

Follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the flave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
| court ; | 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. 
With the {ports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 
Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
With the ſports of the field, &c, 
D 2 The 
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The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame, 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name ; 
And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet in ſpite of her airs ſhe her lover purſues. | 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy bunt glory & wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 
With hounds and with horns thro” the woodlands | 

to roam, 
And whea tir'd abroad find contentment at home. 
Wich the ſports of the field, &c. 


„ 


HE grey-dappled eaſt proclaims the bright 

morn, 
And the hills and the meadows appear ; 

The ſportſman is rouz'd with the ſweet dugle horn, 
And prepares for the chace of the deer. 


The keen-ſcented pack open wide for the chace, 
O'er mountains and woodlands they fly ; j 

Thro field and thro' foreſt his footſteps they trace, 
And the vallies re-echo their cry. 


Hark! hark! how their voices now wake in the 
wind, : 
Now geatly decline with the gale; 
W hile the ſwift footed courſers are panting behind, 
And the ſhouts of the huntſmen prevail, 


The dogs are at fault—now he's loſt—now hes 
tound, 
Now they urge their intrepid career; | 
While the itag ſeeks repoſe in the thicket profound, 
And liſtens and trembles with fear. 1 
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He ſtartles, he runs, till fatigu'd with the race, 
He awhile keeps the pack at a bay; 

The tears trickle fait down his ſweet dapple face, 
And the blood trickles faſter than they. 


He falls and he dies, midſt the clamorous throng, 


Then home all the ſportſmen repair ; 
Crown the eve of the day with a glaſs and a ſong, 
And fleep in the arms of the fair, 


HE hacks: are all out, and the mortuog doth 
Peep, - 
Come riſe ap, you ſluggardly fot : 
How can you, how can you, lie ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback have gots my brave 
— Doy$. 
While we all on horſeback have got. 


I cannot get up, for mine over - night's cup 
So terribly lies in my head; 

Beſides my wife cries, My dear, do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer in bed. 


Come, draw on your beots, and ſaddle your mare, 
Without any longer delay; 
For the crFof the hounds, and the ightof the hare, 


Will chace all dull vapours away. 


Hark, hark, how the huntſman has ſtarted poor 
puſs; 
He has her now full in his view: 
We'll never forſake her, till we overtake her, 
So. eagerly let us purſue. | 2 
| D 3 No 
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No pleaſure like hunting to paſs the long day, 
We ſcour the hills and the dale ; 

At night, for our ſupper, we feaſt on our prey, 
When over a pot of good ale. 


Since thus, my dear Kate, the ſummons you hear, 
Your toying, I prithee, give o'er ; 

And be of good cheer, at night I'll be here, 
And cuddle you o'er and o'er, my dear girl, 


— A__— 


The Hare Hunter. 


O the woods and the fields, my brave boys 
haſte away, | 
Our ſport is to follow the hare ; 
For the morning is clear, and delightfully gay, 
Sure nothing with this can compare. 


Then our horſes ſo ſwift, and courageouſly bold, 
Our hounds ſo well ſcented and fleet; 
Hark, hark, they're all off, they're croſſing the field, 
Let's purſue then with courage and heat. 


See, ſee, how poor puſſy redoubles her ſpeed, 

Thro' bryars, brakes, hedges, ſhe flies; 

With the hounds in full tone, & Old Ball in the lead, 
Sweet echo reſounds to the {kies. 


But behold on a ſudden, the hounds are all loſt, 
She's ſquatted, and now pants for breath; 
Till alas! ſhe ſoon finds, and that to her coſt, 

The purſuit will ſoon finiſh in death. 


Then huzza, my brave bays, let us haſten to crown 
The pleaſures of th happy day; 
For our ſpouſes & ſweethearts we'll never diſown, 
But be always blithe, jolly, and gay. 
LOVE 


— — 
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To-morrow. 


OUNG Damon to Chloe was telling his tale, 
As they rambled along in a flow'ry vale, 
Of his flame, of his paſſion, his love and his truth, 


Coquettiſh the maid, rather baſhful the youth. 


At length taking heart, tell me, Chloe, I pray, 

When my love you'll reward ? let me name but 
the day: 

Then ſqueezes her hand, with a face full of ſorrow, 

But the pert one reply'd, Why, I'Il tell you to- 


Morrow, 


Next day full of glee to his fair one he hies, 
His heart leap'd with joy, pleaſure danc'd in his 
eyes; | ; 
He meets his dear Chloe, her promiſe to claim, 
Again fondly preſs'd, that the day he might name: 
But the cruel tormentor, on miſchief {til} bent, 
Bids him ſtay till to-morrow, ti!l then be content; 
And as to the day but pray leave off your ſorrow, 
Indeed I can't ſay, but I'll tell you to-morrow. 


Enrag'd, he reſolv'd all her tricks to repay, 
And ftrive in his turn to be frolic and gay: 
With Phillis now Damon each morning was ſeen, 
Arm in arm ia the dale, or elſe walking the green. 

| "I was 
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Twas there they met Chloe, all frolic and air, 

But the ſight unexpeted—Lord how ſhe did flare! 

In his face nought but joy, not the leaſt ſigns of 

8 ſorrow; | 

So by her he trips, with—Your ſervant, gocd 
morrow. 


With jealGuſy fir'd, for ſhe lov'd the dear boy, 
She determin'd ſhe'd never be filly and coy ; 
If again he entreated. his love ſhe'd return, 
For ſhe found the fierce flame in her boſom did 
He ſaw her ſoon after, requeſted her hand, 
She freely conſented to wear the ſoft band : 
But when? ſays the ſwain, full of joy, not of ſors 
row : | | \ 
To-day, if you pleaſe—we'll ne'er think of to- 


morrow. 


0 


The Birks of Endermay. 
Sung by Mrs Baddeh, at Ranelagh. 


HE ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
Invite the chearful birds to ſing; 
And, while they warble on each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay; 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them improve the hour that flies, | | 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, | 
Among the birks of Endermay. 
Among, &c, 


For 


— 
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For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear ; 
At this thy living bloom will fade, 

As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade, 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Endermay. 


Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams ; 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice, 

Let us, like them, then ſing and play, 


About the birks of Endermay. 


8 


Guardian Angels. 


FAY UARDIAN angels now protect me, 
Send, ah! ſend the nymph I love; 
Deign, O Cupid! to dire& me, 
Lead me thro? the myrtle grove. 
Bear her my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 
Tell her I love and 1 deſpair; 
Say it's for her I live, 
Tell it's for her I grieve, 
O may my fair one prove ſincere. 


Mid ſecluding dells I'll wander, 
Silent as the ſhades of night ; 
Near ſome purling rill's meander, 


Where ſhe erſt has bleſt my fight. 


+3 


Witneſs 
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Witneſs ye groves and falls of water, 
Echos repeat the vows the ſwore : 
Can ſhe forget me ? 
Will ſhe rejeX me? 
Shall I never ſee her more? 


Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, 
Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd vale ; 
There with mournful cadence ſwelling, 
Oft repeat my love-fick tale. 
There will I vent my grief and ſfo:row, 
Pleaſure never more purſue; 
The lark and philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tell, 
Why I bid this world adieu. 


> 


— cz _- * 


Under the Roſe. 
Sung by Mr Vernan, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


AST midſummer eve, as I paſs'd thro” the 


RE - . ., 
I met with young Phillis, the goddeſs of love; 
My hearc was tranſported, you well may ſuppoſe, 
I gave her a kiſs, but *rwas—under the roſe. 


She ſtarted and bluſh'd, and reply'd with a frown, 
Don't fancy, young ſwain, I'll be kiG'd by a clown; 
I'm courted by Strephon—ſee yonder he goes; 


Still I gave her a kiſs, but 'twas—under the role. | 


Come, come, deareſt charmer, I tenderly cry'd, 
J care not for Strephon ; I'll not be deny'd, 

He's falſe to young Phillis; he very well knows, 
My heart is right honeſt, tho'—under the roſe. 


If 


——— * 
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If Strephon be falſe, what has Phillis to do? 
(She anſwer'd in anguith) No men ſure are true. 
O yes, my dear girl (I reply'd) don't ſuppoſe, 
But Damon is conſtant, tho'—under the roſe. 


If you love me (ſhe cry'd) here then freely I give 
My heart and affection, as long as I live, 

I led her to church, and the does not ſuppoſe, 
But Damon is conltant, tho'—under the roſe. 


Kate of Aberdeen. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam, 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton with the winding ſtream, 
And kits reflected light: 
To courts begone, heart ſoothing ſleep ! 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep, 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwa'ns expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: | 
The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half fo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen, 


In tune my pipe to playſul notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 

Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: AL 
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At her approach, the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green: 
Fond birds ! tis not the morning breaks, 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen, 


Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves deſportive play ; 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay: 

Till May in morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
« Here's Kate of Aberdeen.“ 


Willy of the Dale. 


Sung by Mrs Hudſon, at Vauxhall, 


S thro' the fields I chanc'd to ſtray, 
To hear the linnet's ſong, 
I met a ſhepherd on my way, 


The blitheſt of the throng. 


He ſtopt, and gave my cheek a pat, 
And told a tender tale ; 

Then ſtole a kiſs—but what of that? 
"Twas Willy of the Dale, 


He preſs'd my hand, and talk'd of love, 
With extacy divine; 

Nay ſwore he'd ever faithful prove, 
And, if I pleas'd, be mine: 


To 


a al. 


| 
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To meet him thus (no creature near, ) 
Soon made my cheeks look pale ; 

But he declar'd, I need not fear, 
Young Willy of the Dale. 


None ſure poſſeſs ſuch charms as he, 
To win a maiden's mind ; 

He's youthful, witty, gay, and free ; 
And, what's ſtill more, he's kind. 


For now he meets me every night, 
At which the laſſes rail; 

And vow I am the chief delight 
Of Willy of the Dale. 


If worth, like his, my friends approve, 
And all things elſe agree; 

I'll bleſs the ſhepherd with my love, 
And be the happy ſhe. 


For ſure I am, as ſure can 


His truth will never fail; 
So faithful, conſtant, kind is he, 
Young Willy of the Dale. 


ll — 


The Linnets. 


A* bringing home, the other day, 
Two Linnets I had ta' en, 
The pretty warblers ſeem'd to pray 
For liberty again: 5 
Unheedful of their tuneful notes, 
I ſprung acroſs the mead ; 


But all in vain they tun'd their throats, 


And flutter'd to be freed. 
| E 
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As paſling through the tufted grove, ges 
Near which my cottage ſtood; 1 
I thought I ſaw the queen of love, | An 
When Chloe's charms I view'd: &. 
J lov'd, I gaz'd, I preſt her ſtay, | 
To hear my tender tale; Th 
But all in vain, ſhe fled away, 1 2 
Nor could my ſighs prevail. | En 


Soon thro? the wound which love had made, Bu 
Came pity to my brealt ; | 
And thus I (as compaſſion bade) « * 
The ſeather'd pair adireſt: Br 
Ye pretty warblers chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew; 
For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Ara far more caught than you. 


— 


The Lily of the Vale. 
Sung by Mr Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


HE fragrant lily of the vale, 
So elegantly fair, 
Whoſe ſweers perfume the fanning gale, 
To Chloe I compare ; 
What though on earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its head to hide; 


Its ſweetneſs far out.vies the roſe, 5 
That flaunts with ſo much pride. | 1 
The coſtly tulip owes its hue La 
To many a gaudy ſtain; Iv. 

In this we view the virgin white Th 
Ot innocence remain: WI 


Se: 
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See how the curious floriſt's hand 
Uprears its humble head; 


And to preſerve the charming flower, 
' Tranſplants it to his bed. 


There while it ſheds its ſweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt grace; 
| Enraptur'd how its owner ſtands, 


Io view its lovely face; 


* 


Ser 


* But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 

The inference of my tale; 

May I the floriit be ind thou 
The Lily of the Vale. 


Cupid's Recruiting Serjeant. 


KECLITTATLIYE. 
ROM Paphos' iſle, ſo fam'd of old, I come, 


| To raiſe recruits with merry fite and drum; 
The queen of beauty here, by me, invites 
Each nymph and ſwain to tatte the ſweet delights; 
Obey the call, and ſeek the happy land, 
Where captain Cupid bears the tole command, 


AIX. 


Ye nymphs and ye ſwains, who are youthful 

| and gay. 

Attend to the call, and be bleſt while you may : 
| Lads & laſſes hither come, to the ſound of the drum, 
Ive treaſure in ore which you never have ſeen: 

Then halte let us rove to the iſlaud of love, 
| Where Cupid is captain, aud Venus is queen. 
E 2 Each 
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Each nymph of ſixteen, who would fain be a wi 
Shall ſoon have a partner to bleſs her for life: 
Then laſſes hither come to the ſound of the drum; 
I've ſweethearts in ſtore, ſuch as never were ſeen: 
Haſte, haſte, let us rove to the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen, 


Would a ſwain but be bleſt with a nymph to 
his mind, ' 
Let him enter my liſt, and his wiſh he ſhall find; 
I can bleſs him for life, with a kind loving wife, 
More beautiful far than was nymph ever ſeen: 
Then haſte let us rove to the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen, 


In Paphos we know not of diſcord or ſtrife, 
Each nymph and each ſwain' may be happy for life; 
In tranſport and joy we each moment employ, 
And taſte ſuch delights as were never yet ſeen: 
Then haſte let us rove to the ifland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


The Happy Meeting. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


S Jamie Gay gang'd blithe his way, 
Along the banks of Tweed ; 
A bonny laſs as ever was, 
Came tripping o'er the mead : 
The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd ; 
And full of glee, as lad could be, 


Beſpake the pretty maid. 
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Dear laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here ? 

My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 
Can'ſt tell me, laddy, where? 

To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to ſee; 

But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
Iſe ſeek the ewes with thee. 


She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But lik'd the youth's intent ; 

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went: | 

The birds ſang ſweet the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around ; 

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joy, which lovers crown'd. 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
(The zenith of his power) 
When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour; 
The bonny lad, rowl'd in his plaid, 
The laſs who ſcorn'd to frown ; 
She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he to gang to town. 


Damon's Inconſtancy. 


ENEATH this grove, this ſilent ſhade, 
B To Damon ſung the gentle maid, 
To Damon, &c. | 
What other nymph can love like me, 
vince Damon's all inconſtancy, 
Since Damon, &c. | 
| E 3 You 
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You us'd to talk of love and bliſs, 

And often ſigh'd my lips to kiſs ; 
And often, &c. 

But roving now is ſweeter glee, 

Since Damon's all inconſtancy. 
Since Damon, &c. 


How fragrant flowers ſweetly ſpring, 
The feather'd choir ſweetly ſing ; 
The feather'd, &c. 
Yet all is vain I hear or ſee, 
Since. Damon's all inconſtancy. 
Since Damon, &c. 


The am'rous doves can bill and coo, 
And ſo, falſe Damon, ſo can you; 
And ſo, &c. 
Bur can't like them contented be, 
For thy delight's inconſtancy. 
For thy delight, &c, 


Ye ſimple fair believe not man, 
They all proceed on Damon's plan : 
They all proceed, &c. 


Then from the ſex your hearts keep free, 


And learn to ſhun inconſtancy. 
And learn, &c. 


y 


— — 


Sung by Mr Hudſen. 


Why was I born. ye gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my liberty; 


INCE every charm on earth combine, 
in Chloe's face and Chloe's mind, 


Until 


I 
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Until that fatal hapleſs day, 
My heart was lively, blithe and gay, 
Cou'd ſport with every nymph but ſhe 
Who robs me of my liberty, 


Think, then, dear Chloe, ere too late, 
That death muſt be my hapleſs ſtate, 
If love and you do not agree, 
To ſet me at my liberty. 


Now to the darkſome woods I rove, 
Reflecting on the pains of love, 
And envy every clown I ſee 
Enjoy the ſweets of liberty. 


We'll follow Hymen's happy train, | 
And every idle care diſdain ; 
We'll live in ſweet tranquility, 
Nor with for greater liberty. 


The Diſappointment. 
By J. VINT. 
(Tune, The Bird that hears, &c ) 


O Homer ſung, in days of yore, 

of Troy and Trojans' fate, 

Ot Agamemnon's boundleſs power, 
Achilles vengeſul hate: 

But thou, O mule ! now aid a ſwain, 
Thy kind aſſiſtance bring, 

Help me to tune a love ſick train, 
Of Delia's ſcorn to ſing. 
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I careleſs ſtray'd one evening gay, 
When nature ſmil'd ſerene, 

Where Flora, queen of flow'ry May, 
With daiſies deck'd the green : 

"Twas then my heart was captive made, 
When firſt her charms I view'd ; | 

I would have ſpoke, but was afraid 
The fair would think me rude, 


I ſighing ſtood, 'twixt hope and fear, 
My fancy chang'd like wind ; 

But Cupid whiſper'd in my ear, 
And bade me ſpeak my mind. 

„ Would you, my faireſt Delia, deign 
« To grant a ſwain's requeſt, 

« To quench that ardent melting flame 
% You've kindl'd in his breaſt ; 


% What wealth would Corydon enjoy! 
„What bliſs he then would ſhare ! 
% Not all the ſplendour gold can buy, 
« With Delia's charms compare.” 
Then Delia ſmil'd ; << Forbear,” ſhe cry'd, 
« Fond ſwain, this flatt'ring way ; 
« Your ſuit I never yet deny'd, 
% Who knows I ever may?” 


Cry'd I, in extacy of bliſs, | 
My heart I now reſign! 
Reſponding, Delia echo'd this, 
And vow'd ſhe would be mine. | 
Then Delia tript along the green, 
I wiſh'd the fair good night, 
As far as Delia could be ſeen, 
Her beauties bleſt my fight. 


But 
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But fortune's fickle, gentle ſwains ! 
Jult like the April hours 

One minute ſmiling o'er the plains, 
Another frowning ſhow'rs. 

] met her after, claim'd her vow, 
With ſcorn ſhe tript away; 

Indeed, ſaid ſhe, I cannot now, 
Mayhap I zever may : 


I begg'd ſhe would compaſſion take, 
And hear a tender ſwain, 

Who languiſh'd only for her ſake ; 
But ſtill I begg*'d in vain, 

Ne'er pleaſure more will [ purſue, 
To grief and care reſign d. 

Till ſcornful Delia proves more true, 
Until ſhe proves more kind. 


Cowden Knows. 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed, 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves ; 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves : 
But my lov'd-ſong is then the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows : 
| For ſure, ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 
O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowden Knows ; 
For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


ther 


it 
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There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 


No ſhepherd e er that dwelt on Tweed, 


Could play with half ſuch art; 
He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 
Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-ſide, - 
Oh how I bleſt the ſound ! 
O the broom, &c. 


Yet more delightful is the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows; 
For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 
Not Tiviot braes, ſo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare ; 
Nor Yarrow banks in flowry May, 
Nor Buſh aboon Traquair. 
O the broom, &c. 


More pleafing far are Cowden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home; 

Where I was woat to milk my ewes, 
At eve among the broom : 


Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 


Where Tweed with Tiviot flows; 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowlen Knows. 
O the broom, &c, 


Do as I will with my ſwain, 
He never once thinks I am wrong ; 
He likes none ſo well on the plain, 


I pleaſe him jo much with my ſong : 


A ſong 


—_— A 
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A ſong is my ſhepherd's delight, 
He hears me with joy all the day. 
He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 
That haltens the end of my lay. 
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With ſpleen and with care once oppreſt, 

He aſk d me to ſooth: him the while; 
My voice ſet his mind all at reſt, 

And my ſhepherd would conſtantly ſmile: 
And when or in mead, or in grove, 

By his flocks, or the clear river's ſide, 
I ſung my beſt ſongs to my love; 

To charm him is grown all my pride, 


No beauty had I to endear, 
No treaſures of nature or art; | 
But my voice, that had gain'd on his ear, 
Soon found out the way to his heart: 
To try if that voice could not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay throng ; 
I won the rich prize with all eaſe, 
And my fame's gone abroad with my ſong. 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 

I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain; 
Enough then, for me, is his praiſe, 

I fing but for him the lov'd (train ; 
When youth, wealth, and beauty may fail, 

And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill; 
Your ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, 

And gain all your ſwains to your will. 


Jenny 


I'll ſee 
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Jenny of the Green. 


HILE others ſtrip the new-fall'n ſnows, 
And ſteal its fragrance from the roſe, 
To dreſs their fancy's queen; 
Fain would l ſing, but words are faint, 
All muſic's powers too weak to paint 
My Jenny of the green. 


Beneath this elm, beſide this ſtream, 


How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeen! 

While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, 

The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe 
To Jenny of the green. 


With joy my ſoul reviews the day, 

When, deck'd in all the pride of May, 
She hail'd the Sylvan ſcene: 

Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 

Firſt trove to catch the grace and eaſe 
Of Jenny of the green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's ſigh, 

On me ſhe caſt her partial eye, 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble mein; 

The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 

That day adorn'd the lovely hair 
Of Jenny of the green. 


Through all the fairy land of love, 
my pretty wand'ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifteen; 
Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant plain, 
Though far apart, ['ll meet again 
My Jenny of the green, B ut 
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But thou, old time, till that bleſs'd night, 

That brings her back with ſpeedy flight; 
Melt down the hours between ; 

And when we meet, the loſs repay, 

On loit'ring wing prolong my ſtay, 
With Jenny of the green. 


The Recantation. 
A CanTarTa. 


| RECITATIVE. 


| HE kind appeintment Celia made, 

And nam'd the myrtle bower ; 

| There, fretting, long poor Damon flay'd 
Beyond the promis'd hour : | 

| No longer able to contain, 

| This anxious expectation ; 

With rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 

And vented thus his paſſion. 


AIX. 


To all the ſex deceitful, 
A long, and laſt adieu! 

Since women prove ungrateful, 
As long as men prove true. 
The pains they give are many, 
And O, too hard to bear! 
The joys they give—if any, 
Few, ſhort, and inſincere. 


F RE. 
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Now Celia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm retreat; ; 
With modett bluſh, ſhe begg'd excuſe, | 
And chid her tardy fect. | 
The thepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
His joy could not reitraing 
But, as each tender thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain. 


ATR. 


How engaging, how endearing, 
Is a lover's pain and care! 
And what joy the nymph's appearing | 
Aſter abſence or deſpair ! 
Women wiſe encreaſe deſiring, 
By contriving kiad delays; 
And advancing, or retiring, 
All they mean is—more to pleaſe. 


6 —— 


The Coquette Reclaim'd. 
Sung by Mr Vernon. 


E a4” ſtory goes, that ſiſter Bet, 

Reſolv id ro play the field coquette, 
Among the ruſtic breed: 

But tir'd of flirting on the green, 

She cry'd, who'd live, to live unſeen? f 
Not I, not I, indeed. 


Away 
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Away ſhe flies, leaves ev'ry ſquire, 
To tell his tale by winter fire, 
While hearts like cherries bleed; 
But what's all this to J, ſays the, 
A rural life won't do tor me, 
It won't, it won't, indeed. 


Give me the park, to flaunt about, 

The play-houſe, Ranelagh, and rout; 
But how did this ſucceed ? 

Admir'd by lords, ſhe loſt her fame, 

On ev'ry window glar'd her name, 
'Tis true, 'tis true, indeed. 


At length ſhe ſought the ſighted plain, 
Grew a good girl, careſs'd her ſwain: 
And ſoon they were agreed: 
Will you not love me now, he ſays? 
O yes, the longeſt nights and days, 
Fil love, I'll love, indeed. *. 


I Wonder at You. 


HEN Chloe I met, like an angel ſhe mov'd, 
y Tine moment | taw her, L lik'd her & lov'd; 
I vow'd the was handion.e, and faith it was true, 
But ſhe {r.apt me off thorc with, 1 wonder at you! 
wonder wt you! 
L wonder at you! 
But ſhe ſnapt me olf ſhort with, J wonder at you! 


I earneſtly hegg'd ſhe with pity would hear 
The language ot love from a heart quite ſincere; 
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Regardleſs ſhe left me, her walks to purſue, 
And flourilh'd her fan with, L wonder at you! 
I wonder. &c. 


Her humour ſurpriz'd me, ſuch uſage I blam'd, 
I found myſelf vex'd, yet by beauty inflam'd ; 
Betwixt love and anger to madneſs I grew, 
And home I went ſick with, I wonder at you. 
I wonder, &c. 


I wonder at you ran ſo much in my mind, 
My ſoul on the rack ſoon to reaſon was blind ; 
All night in my dreams I had Chloe in view, 
And thought my ears rang with, I wonder at you, 
I wonder, &c. 


I met her next day, and ſhe happen'd to fall. 
] handed her up, and indeed that was all ; 
She thank'd ne, and ſmiling ſaid, How do you do? 
But I gave her a frown with, I wonder at you! 
I wonder, &c. 


But Chloe's ſo charming, ſo handſome & young, 


Impute it I ſhall to a flip of the tongue; 
Forgive her I mult, for I Jove her it's true, 
But I'll make her remember, I wonder at you. 
I wonder at you, 
I wouder at you, | 
But I'll make her remember, I wonder at you. 


1 — 


Rondeau. 


By J. JEFFERYS.. 


ENTLE Cupid, prithee ſay, 
When young Strephon is away, 
Why 
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Why I wiſh his quick return, 


Why I with impatience burn ? 


Tell me, when the ſwain is by, 
Why I tremble, why I ſigh? 

And at night, when lull'd to reſt, 
Why his image hills my breaſt ? 


Tell me, when his eyes I meet, 
Why my heart with raptures beat ? 
Why a bluſh o'erfpreads my cheek ? 
Why I wiſh, but dare not ſpeak ? 


Love,. thou ſoft uſurper, ſay, - 
Muſt I thy commands obey ? 
Mult my heart no longer be 
From thy pointed arrows free: 


tt 
—_—— 


— 


Now or Never. 


Sung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


O make the moſt of fleeting time, 
Shou'd be our great endeavour 3 


Por, Love, we both are in our prime, 


The time is Now or Never, 


A thouſand charms around you play, 
No girl mcre bright or clever; 

Then let us both agree to-day, 
To-morrow may be Never. 


I ne'er ſhall be a better man, 
I burn with love's high ſever : 
Pray now be kind, I know you can, 
You muſt not aaſwer Never. 


F3 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt thus you, Chloe, turn aſide, 
Vou fruſtrate my endeavour: 

That face will fade, come down that pride, 
Your time is Now or Never. 


Ere for yourſelf, or me too late, 
Say now you're mine for ever : 

I may be ſnatch'd by care or fate, 
My time 15 Now or Never. 


The Wawking of the Fauld. 


I Peggy is a young thin 
M Juſt — n A CO 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 

My Peggy is a young thing, 

And I'm not very auld, 
Yet weel I like to meet her at 
'The wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
Whene'er we meet alane, 
I wiſh nae mair, to lay my care, 
{ with nae maire, of a' that's rare, 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the lave I'm cauld; 
But ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow, 
At wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Whene'er I whiſper love, 
That I look down on a' the town, 

That I look down upon a crown, 
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My Peggy ſmiles ſac kindly, 

Tr — * me blyth and bauld, 
And naething gi'es me fic delight, 
As wawking of the fauld. 


Mx Peggy ſlings fac ſaftly, 

| When on my pipe I play; 

By a' the reſt, it is conſeſt, 

By a' the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt, 
My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 

8 And in her ſangs are tald, 

With innocence, the wale of ſenſe, 
At wawking of the fauld. 


— 


Tune, — A late I wander d oer the plain. 


rural nymph upon the plain, 

My heart could keep, my love could gain, 
But ever ſmiling Dolly: 

Wich wit replete, and ſenſe refind, 

With form as lovely as her mind, 
She charm'd een melancholy. 


Each maiden's breaſt with envy glow'd;.. 
To hear ſuch praiſe on her beltow'd; 
They ſaid, *twas trifling folly : 
For they ſuppos'd themſelves as fair,. 
Tho' wanting that enchanting air 
Of my unequal'd Dolly. 


The young Alexis tunes his reed, 
But ah, he ſure can ne'er ſucceed ! 
| For he's betroth'd to Polly : 
For he who's falſe, however fair, 
May ſigh and languiſh in deſpair, | 
Unnotic'd by my Dolly. The 
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Delia. 
( By Mr Cunningham.) 


HE gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 


Her gloſſy plumage laves, 
And falling down'the ſilver tide, 
Divides the whiſpering waves; 
The ſilver ftream, that wand'ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird mult be; 
But not ſo ſweet, blyth Cupid knows, 
As Delia is to me. 


A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
On yonder fruit tree ſung ; 

And ſtill the pendent neſt ſhe view'd, 
That held the callow young : 

Dear to the mother's flutt ring heart, 
The genial brood mull be; 

But not ſo dear (the thouſandth part) 
As Delia is to me. 


The roſes that my brows ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale; 

Scarce pluck d, and in a garland bound, 
Before their ſweets grew pale: 

My vital bloom would thus be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee ; 

For what the root is to the roſe, 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found, like new fallen ſnow; 
So white the beauteous pair ; 

The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair : 
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When in their chaſte, connubial love, 


My ſecret wiſh ſhe'll ſee ; 


Such mutual bliſs as turtles prove, 


May Delia ſhare with me. 


| Hilander long had looſely rov'd, 
The tyrant: of the fair; 
He flatter'd. ſigh'd, and ſwore he lov'd, 


Yet all was but an air. 
Yet all was but an air. 


Too many tender female hearts, 
Was ta'en within his ſnare; 
But glorying in his faithleſs heart, 
He left them with an air. 
He left them, &c. 


At length the god of love enrag'd, 
At his inſulting way; 
Againſt his ſtudied art engag'd. 
Young Chloe's artleſs way. 
Young Chloe's, &c. 


Her cheeks no roſes bluſhes dye, 
No lilies ſnow convey ; 
No lightning flaſhes from her eyes, 
Yet ſhe had ſuch a way. 
Yet ſhe had, &c. 


No brilliancy of ſainted wit, 
Her eaſy words convey, 
Conld his capricions fancy hit, 
There's ſomething in her way, 
There's ſomething, &c, 
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Tho' charms of face, and flames have fail'd me 
To make his heart obey ; : 

But now he bl:adly yields aſſail'd, 0 1 
By Chloe's artleſs way. 


By Chloe's, &c. 


Jemmy and Nanny. 


Sung by Maſter Brown, at Mary bone. 3 

* Hen innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, in 

| Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, q 
Ere Nanny became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe! * 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, I; 

Let no new whim take thy fancy from me: 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, C 

Favour thy Jemmy, who dotes upon thee; 7 
Can the death of a linnet give Nanny the ſpleen? 

Can lofing of trifles a heart-aching be? ] 
Can lap-dogs or monkies draw tears from thoſe. ] 

ey n, 

That look with diſdain on unfortunate me? 
Rovuſ: ap thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 

Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me: 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, | | 


Think on thy Jemmy, who dotes upon thee. 


O think, my dear charmer, on e'ery ſweet hour, 
That ſlid away fortly between thee and me: 
Ere ſquirrels & beaux, and their fopp'ry had power 
To rival my love, and impoſe upon thee: 

| | Rouſe 
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' Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifully Nanny, 
Let thy deſires be all center'd in me: 
Oh as thou art bonny, be prudent as any! 
Love thy own Jemmy who dotes upon thee. 


— — 


The Queen of Liberty. 
By D. OSTLE. 


T7E heanteons nymphs, and blythſome ſwains, 
Forſake your fiocks, and leave the plains; 
Forſake vour flocks," &c. 
mn, in loftier {trains come join with me, 
To hail the Queen of Liberty. 
To hail, &c. 


Your magic harps, ye muſes bring, 
In beaury's cauſe aſſiſt to ſing; 

In beauty's, &c. 
Of her I love my ſong ſhall be, 
The charming Queen of Liberty. 
12 The charming. &c. 


f In form complete, an angel's air, 
In temper ſweet, as Venus fair ; 
In temper, &c. 
Her matchleſs wit, and carriage free, 
Proclaim her Queen of Liberty. 
Proclaim, &c. 


When ſmiling ſpring triumphant reigns, 
Or lovely autumn cheers the plains, 

Or lovely, &c. 
More blooming ſweets in her we ſce, 
Fair goddeſs Queen ef Liberty. | 
fo Fair Goddess, &c. The 
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The wond'ring crowd admiring gaze, 
The youths and virgins tune her praiſe ; 
The youths, &c. 
All nature with one voice agree, 
To hail her Queen of Liberty. 
To hail, &c, 


O Hymen ! eaſe a lover's pain, 

Nor let me longer ſue in vain 
Nor let me, &c. 

Pronounce me bleſt, and give to me 

The charming Queen of Liberty. 
The charming, &c. | 


The Highland Queen. 


Surg by Mr Vernon. 


A note to metodize his lays, 
quit the ſwelling ſeas to praiſe 
'The charms of Highland Nelly. 


The droning bagpipe ſhall be mute,, 
Such muſic with ſuch charms can't ſuit, 
When ev'ry muſe will tune her lute 

In praiſe of Highland Nelly. 


Ye tinkling rills, ye fertile plains, 
Where blithe content for ever reigns, 
\ Repeat abroad the honeſt ſtrains 


Which flow in praiſe of Nelly. 


Ade voice, tho' coarſe, can raiſe 
d 
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Still be the lowland laſſes fair, 

Still be they proud of golden hair; 

But where's the grace, the mein, the air, 
That ſhines in Highland Nelly ? 


Amidſt her nymphs when Venus ſtood, 
Fair as ſhe left the briny flood, 


Unleſs ſhe mov'd, no gazer cou'd 


Diſcern the Queen of Beauty. 


So at a lowland ball I've ſeen 

Unmov'd this pretty Highland Queen; 

But when ſhe danc'd, ye gods! I've been 
In love with Highland Nelly. 


4 


Jockey of the Green. 


Sung by Mrs Hudſon, at Vauxhall. 


F all the ſwains around the Tweed, 
So blyth and debonair, 
Not one (it is by all agreed) 
With Jockey can compare. 


So gay a form, ſo juſt a mind, 
Before was never ſeen ; 

Nor e'er was ſwain to me ſo kind 
As Jockey of the Green. 


If e'er at eve I chance to ſtray, 7 
The fields or groves along, | 
Young Jockey meets me in my way, ' 

And cheers me with his ſong. 


G And 
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And when I fit on banks of Tweed, 
Where rural ſports are ſeen ; 

None tunes ſo ſweet the oaten reed 
As Jockey ot the Green. 


Of late, his talk has been of love, 
Of love for me alone; 

And if I but his flame approve, 
He'll take me for his own. 


If fo, I'll quickly bleſs for life, 
The blytheſt ſwain e'er ſeen ; 
And be the wedded, faithful wife, 

Of Jockey of the Green. 


The Humorous Laſs. 
Sung by Mr Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


9 Doll of the green, who lov'd mirth 
as her life, 

By many a ſwain was requeſted to wiſe, 

Her figure was graceful, and comely her face, 
Yet in her affections no man had ta'en place: 
The 'ſquire of the vill took it into his head, 
That he, by great proffers, cou'd win her to bed; 
But all his fine artifice Dolly thro' ſaw, 


Aud baulk'd the poor ſquire, with a hearty ha! 


ha ! 


Next Hodge of the vale all his flame did impart, 
Who knew nothing more than a plough or a cart ; 
With aukward addreſs, he made a ſtrange fuſs, 


Turn'd his bat o'er his thumb, & beg'd for a _ 
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The lout fetch'd a ſigh, and cry'd, deed Doll, 


tis true, 
Iſe love the: moſt wonndely, i'faith, girl I do; 
But ſhe flap'd his fools chops, and bid him with- 
draw, 


So ſent him away, while ſhe loud laugh'd ha! ha! 


The vext was a fellow, ſo ſmart, and fo ſpruce, 

Who caper'd and ſung, mong the girls play'd the 
deuce, 

And poor Dolly thought to ſerve as the reſt ; 
But ſhe was too ſharp, and of him made a jeſt. 
Quoth Doll, I'll ne'er wed tiil I meet with a man! 
Much leſs let a fop my affections trapan ; 
And ſaid, ſuch a thing ſhe before never ſaw, 
But hop'd, he'd excuſe it, and laugh'd out, ha! hal 


With the ladies, I know, 'tis a primitive rule, 
Much better be plagu'd with a knave than a fool 
And others again this opinion impart, [heart, 
Their eyes they will pleaſe if they torture their 
From theſe I diſſent, but approve of the plan 
That Dolly laid down, 'till you meet with your 

manz 
Then your hands and your hearts may unite 
without flaw, 


And your conjugal Rate be one ſcene of ha ! ha ! 


—— — _ — —_ —_ 


» 


The Blight. 


S ſaunt' ring out the other day, 
With Chloe by my fide, 
Soft whiſpers, as convey'd by May, 
Anuounc'd the nymph my bride. 
x 2 
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What neſtles in a lover's heart, 
Is but in vain conceal'd ; 

For what I ſtrove—not to impart 
Crept out ia ev'ry field. 


The gentle breeze that round me flew, 
Juſt ruffling paſſion's tide, 

At length into a tempeſt grew, 
And pinn'd me to her fide. 

"Tis true the ſpangled verdant ſpace 
AttraQed oft mine eye, 

Yet, when I peep'd in Chloe's face, 
All verdant ſweets would die. 


Down | in the boſom of a grove, 85 
As ſtill we hied along, 
Methought each bird a turtle dove, 
Their warbling all love's ſong. 
But what avail'd my plaintive tale ? 
Let no fond ſhepherd ſtarr ! 
'T was ſcatter'd all along the vale, 
Nor reach'd her callous heart. 


Prithee Fool be Quiet. 


Sang by Miſs Jameſen, at Vauxhall. 
OUNG Jockey ſought my heart 


To win, and woo'd as lover's woo, 
I, vers'd in all our ſex's art, 
Did juſt as maidens do. 
Whate'er he'd figh, whate'er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to he ſhy at; 
And when he if y his fate to know, 
_ Twas prithee, fool, be quiet. 


Month 


— 
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Month after month of am'rous pain, 
He made a mighty fuſs; 

Why if you know one love's a ſwain, 
Tis wrong to ſay one does: | 

He told me paſſion could not live 
Without more pleaſing diet, 

And pray, what anſwer could I give, 
But, prithee, fool, be quiet. 


At length he made a bold eſſay, 
And like a man he cry'd, 

Thy hand, my dear, this very day 

Shall Celia be my bride; 

Convinc'd he would have teaz'd me till, 
I cou'd not well deny it, 

And now, believe me, when I will, 
I make the tool be quiet. 


Dawn of Hope. 
Dawn of hope my foul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair; 


If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove ; 

Oh, ſend ſome cheariag ray of light, 
And guide me to my love, 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The pepſive Celia mourn d, 
While courteous echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 
G 3 When 
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When ſudden'Damon's well-known face, 
Each riſing fear diſarms, 

He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She ſinks into his arms. 


* 


—— 


— — 
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Gay Damon. 


Sung by Mrs Hudſon, at Vauxhall. 


EASE, gay Damon, ceaſe your wooing, 
Urge no more your flatt'ring tale, 

Well I know you ſeek my ruin, 

But your arts can n'er prevail; 
Kind Palemon's gen'rous paſſion, 

Renders all thy wiſhes vain, 
Since I own my inclination 

To reward the gentle ſwain. 


Pardonnez Moi. 


Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 


1 time had Ly ſander told Daphne his pain 
And repeated his paſſion again and again; 


The obdurate fair-one a while was ſo coy, 
That all her reply was pardonnez moi. 


In vain he intreated, implor'd, and careſs'd, 
Of all his pretenſions ſhe made but a jeſt ; 
Tho! his life he declar'd her diſdain wou'd deſtroy, 
Yet regardleſs ſhe anſwer'd, pardonnez moi. 


But finding his ſighs no impreſſion cou'd make, 


He determin d another expedient to take, 
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And artifice now he reſolves to employ, _ 
To make her forget to ſay, pardonnez moi. 


He ſwore that her eyes like bright Phœbus did 
ſhine, | 

| That her air was majeſtic, her form all divine; 

| With ſuch fond deluſions he purchas'd the toy, 

And flatt'ry prevail'd over pardonnez moi. . 


| By Mr Garrick. 


NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy; 
Lou, greater bards, the lyre ſhould hit; 
For ſay, what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit, 
And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The ſun firſt riſing in rhe morn, 
| That paints the due beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy: 
And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy welt, 
| He's not fo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When zephyr on the vi'let blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

, | It does not halt the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 


I ſtole 
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I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 

The fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy: 
With her a cottage would delight ; 
All's happy when ſhe's in my (he, 


But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs night, 


All's dark without my Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to Jow'r till rove, 
And linnets warble thro' the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 
So long ſhall I love Peggy. 
And when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy 


The Sailor's Farewell. 
Sung by Mr Vernon, 


HE topſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea ; 
But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Nancy, moor'd with thee; 
For tho” thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhall be his leading Rar, 


Should 
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Kould landmen flatter when we're ſaild 
O doubt their artful tales; 
No gallant failor ever fail'd, 
If love breath'd conſtant gales ; = 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, —_ 4 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole, . 


| Sirens in every port we meet, 
More fell than rocks and waves; . 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, A 
Are lovers, and not flaves; - 9 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho' we ve left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares - but if you're kind. 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, | 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The power of France and Spam: 
Now England's glory reſts with you, 
Our fails are full—ſweet girls adieu 


' 
4 


— — — 


A Duetto. 
OGET HER let us range the fields 
Impearled with the morning due, 
Or view the fruit the vineyard yields, 
Or the apples cluſtering bough; 
There, in cloſe-embowered ſhades, 
lmpervious to the noon- tide ray, 
By tinkling rills on roſy beds, 
Well love the ſultry hours away. 
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Down the Burn Davy. | The 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, | 

wW And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; 

When Mary was complete fifteen, | 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 


CHORUS. | 


Blyth Davy's blinks her heart did mode, 
To ſpeak her mind thus free ; | 
Gang down the burn Davy love, | 


Down the burn Davy love, | L 
Lor 

I 

t 


Down the burn Davy love, | 
And I will follow thee. | 


Down the burn Davy love, Of 
Down the burn Davy love, ( 
Down the burn Davy love, No 
Gang down the burn Davy love, 0 
And I will follow thee. But 

Now Davy did each lad furpals, . G 
| That dwelt on this burn ſide; 19 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, - is 
Juſt meet to be a bride. oY 
Blyth Davy's blinks, &c. Sar 

Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 4 


Her een were bonny blue; 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew, 
Blyth Davy's blinks, &c. 


| Co 
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As fate had dealt to him a rowth, 
Straight to the kirk he led her ; 
There plighted her his faith and troth, 
And a bonny bride he made her. 


W CHORUS. 


No more aſham'd to own her love, 
Or ſpeak her mind more free ; 
| Gang down the burn Davy, &c. 


— 


hs 


The Rover. 


| ONG young Jockey toy'd and ſported, 
| Long he try'd each winning art, 
| Long with filent glances courted, 
Etre he won my witleſs heart; 
Oft he preſt my hand to yielding, 
Oft he kiſs'd, and oft he ſmil'd ; 
No reſerve my boſom ſhielding, | 
Chloe's heart he ſoon beguil'd, 
But when he my inclination 
Had ſubdu'd—the fickle ſwain 
(Can you hear it, maids, with patience ?) 
Soon, too foon, forſook the plain, 
Leaving the maid a prey to young Cupid, 
- Whoſe only fault was her ſeeming too kind; 
Surely the youth was grown very flupid, 
To think the ſting would remain long behind. 
| Tell me ye ſwarms, 
Tell me ye ſwains, 
Could ye do ſo? 
Would ye do ſo? | 
Could ye—-would ye—would ye—could ye, 
A | Could ye've fery'd your lover fo? 
Soon 
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Soon as I had loſt my lover, 
Fool! I ſat me down and cry'd, 
Rail'd at fate, and curs'd the rover, 
Sigh'd, and ſobb'd, and ſobb'd, and ſigh'd: 
I no Freakfalt eat, nor dinner, 
Supperleſs I went to bed; 
I a loſer, he no winner, 
A lucky thought came in my head: 
Why ſhould I, my bloom deſtroying, 
Vex and teaze my ſoul away ? 
No—the ſweets of life enjoying, 
I will taſte the ſweets of May: 
Juſt as the roſe, the bee flying from her, 
Bluſhes and buſtles at every wind: 
So Chloe's reſolv'd to laugh thro' ſummer, 
To every new ſwain be gentle and kind, 
Tell me ye maids, 
Tell me ye ſwains, 
Could ye do fo? 
Would ye do ſo? 
Could ye—would ye—would ye—could ye— 
Could ye ſerve your lovers ſo ? 


Wanton with the jocund ſeaſon, 
Oft to wed me thepherds preit, 
Jockey ſaw—and native reaſon 
Struck the fickle ſhepherd's breaſt : 
In his turn the youth lamenting, | 
Sigh'd, and ſobb'd, and ſobb'd, and figh'd, 
Preſt my hand—my heart relenting, 
Hard, O hard! to be deny'd. . 
At my feet, ye maids, believe me, 
Soon I ſaw my lovely iwain ; 
Can thoſe looks, thoſe tears deceive me, 
Can they, mutt they plead in vain ? 


No 


* 
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No—Chloe's reſolv'd to follow the faſhion, 


For love, only love is the cordial of life; 
jockey with rapture embrac'd the occation, 
And made her by wedlock his lover and wife. 
| Mind it ye maid, 

Mind it ye ſwans, 

Could ye do fo? 

Would ye do fo? 
Mind ye—would ye—would ye——mind you— 
Mind that ye ſerve your lovers ſo ? 


—_— 


The Sycamore Shade. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſom. 


Na ſycamore ſhade as I fat t'other day, 
As blyth as the birds in the grove, 

It happen'd young Damon was walking that way, 
Who often had hinted his love. 

I roſe to be gone as 1 ſaw him appear, 

Then. kneeling, he begg'd I'd not fly; 

So ſoft were his accents, they baniſh'd my fears, 
I could not the ſhepherd deny. 


He begg'd me to ſtay, whilſt his wiſh he expreſt, 
And ſwore that he meant me no harm; 
My hand to his boſom he eagerly preſt, 
Which, throbbing, confets'd the alarm: 
My cheeks, he declar'd, were the bluſh of the roſe, 
My hand with the lily might vie; 
That my breath was much tweeter than either of 
thoſe ; 
All this IL was ſorc'd to deny. | 
— wt H He 


fo 
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He ſaid he ſhould languiſh and die with deſpair, 
Unleſs I requited his love; 

And pray'd me to end all his ſorrow and care, 
For truer no ſwain e'er could prove, 

He begg'd that a day I would ſpeedily name, 
And waited to hear my reply ; 

My bluſhes confeſs'd that I felt all his flame, 
Nor could I the ſhepherd deny. | 


Next morn to the church with my Damon I went, 
And gave him my hand and my heart; 

E'er ſince have my days been in happinels ſpent, 
Which Hymen alone can impart. 

Then hear me, ye nymphs, who are youthſul & gay, 
From the ſhepherd you love never fly; 

The ſpring of your lives will too ſoon glide away, 
Beware, leſt too oft you deny. 


By J. VINT. 


(Tune, The Yellow-hair'd Laddi:.) 


HE nymph that's endowed with prudence: 
and care, 
With modeſty too, and of beauty a ſhare ; 
With virtue and chaſtity, conduct likewiſe, 
And ſtore of good-nature, for that's what I prize; 


Shall be my endeavour to guard night and day, 
While honour directs me, and love bears the ſway; 
Not all the rich jewels produc'd by the eaſt, 
Shall make my love faulter or change in the leaſt. 


Nor gems nor perfumes with my Nancy compare, 
She's ſweet as May mornings, as lilies ſhe's * 
. ler 


7 
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Her cheeks do the roſes of June ſo outſhine, 
You'd take her for Venus, or ſomething divine ! 


In ſummer my fair-one trips over the plain, 
The flower of the nymphs, and the pride of each 
ſwain : 
Whene'er I behold her my heart leaps with glee; 
Thea who, when with Nancy, ſo happy as me? 


n 


Fun 


Corn Riggs are bonny. 


Y Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy. 

His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 

His face is fair and ruddy ; 
His ſnape is handſome, middle ſize, 

He's ſtately in his walking 
The ſhining of his een ſurprize, 

Tis heaven to hear him talking. 


Lal night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was ng: 
There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a glowing. 

He kiſs'd and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me belt of ony, 

That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
O corn-riggs are bonny ! 


Let maidens of a filly mind, 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting; 
Since we for yielding are deſfign'd,. 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting: 
H 2 Then 
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Then I'll comply and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 

He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where corn-riggs are bonny. 


i. — 


* 


Harry and Mary. 


EAR a hawthorn, I met on the plain, 
Yonng Molly, the evening was ſtarry; 
I talk'd in ſtrong terms of my pain, 
Tho' I never intended to marry, 


Her modeſt demeanor was ſuch, 

More than half it prevail'd over Harry ; 
I love her, I own, very much, 

*Tis truc—but I never ſhall marry, 


My companions all loudly complain, 
With them that I now never tarry ; 
They have found out the cauſe of my pain, 
And fancy at laſt I ſhall marry. 


Believe me, they know not my heart, 
This face I much longer can carry ; 

I can bear a vaſt deal of love's ſmart, - 
But I ne'er ſhall be tempted to marry. 


But 'tis long ſince I ſaw the dear maid, 
With Cupid for life muſt I parry ? 
Of Hymen I'm not much afraid, 
But ſurely I'd better not marry : 


Do I ſee her amongſt this gay throng ? 
Then what will become of poor Harry? 

By paſſion I'm hurry'd along, | 
Then take me—T'm ready to marry. 


Be 


Be 
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Be Quiet. 


S t'other day young Damon paſs'd, 
Where Chloe ſat demure, 
He dofſ'd his hat, and figh'd and gaz'd, 
JT was love that Rruck him ſure. 
He doff'd, &c. 


With reverence then approach'd the fair, 
Which ſhe ſeem'd very ſhy at; 
And when he prais'd her ſhape and air, 
'Twas, Prithee, Sir, be quiet, be quiet, &c. 
And when, &c. 


My fair, he cry'd, O be not coy, 
Nor think my meaning rude ;. 
Let love like mine thy mind employ, 
True love can ne'er intrude. 
Let love, &c. 


Her hand he then aſſay'd to kiſs, 
Which, frowning, ſhe cry'd “ fye” at; 
And when he ſtruggled for the bliſs, 
'T was, Prithee, Sir, be quiet, be quiet, &c, 
And when, &c. 


Then kaceling at her feet, he ſwore, 
Without her he ſhould die, 
That man ne'er lov'd a woman more; 
Then heav'd a melting ſigh. 
That man, &c. 


Cupid, unſeen, now touch'd her breaſt, 
And there kick d up a riot; 

Much ſoften'd, yet ſhe ſtill expreſt, 
O prithee, Sir, be quiet, be quiet, &c. 


Much ſoſten'd, &c. 
H 3 The 
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The vouth perceiv'd her alter'd tone, A 
And boldly afk'd her hand ; | 

Soon Hymen made them both as one, oo 
United hand in hand. | 


Soon Hymen, &c. | If 


The caſe too ſoon is alter'd quite, | 
A ſcene you'll all cry fye at; 
She prates away from morn to night, 


While he cries, Zounds be quiet, be quiet, &e. | 1 
She erg &. 


I 


Croſs Purpoſes. | 
Sung at Ranelagh. : 


6 ao Loves Mary paſling well, 

An] Mary ſhe loves Harry; 

But Harry ichs for bonny Bell, 

And finds his love miſcarry : 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 
While Mary flights his paſſion. 

So ſtrangely freakith are the turns 
Of human inclination, 


Moll zave Hal a wreath of flow'rs, 
Which he in am'rous folly, | 
Conſign'd to Bell, and in few hours, 
It came again to Molly : | 
Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo, 
No turtles can be truer; 
Each loves the object they purſue, 
But hates the kind purſuer, 9 


— 
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As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary; 

And all the flouts which Bell receives 

| From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry : 

If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er ſaw people grummer; 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good-humour. 


| Then, lovers, hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation; 

How much 'tis ev'ry one's concern 
To ſmile at reformation. 

And (till thro' life, this rule purſue, 
Whatever objects ſtrike you, 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thoſe you love may like you. 


8 


The Faireſt of the Fair. 
Sung at Ranelagh, 


0 Betſy, wilt thou gang with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town? 
Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 
The lonely cot, and ruſſet gown ? 
Nae longer dreſt in ſilken ſheen, 
Nae longer deckt wi' jewels rare; 
Say, canſt thou quit each courtly fcene, 
Where thou wert Faireſt of the Fair, 


O Betſy ! when thou'rt far awa, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind ? 
Fay, canſt thou face the flaky ſnaw, 
Nor ſhrink beneath the northern wind: 
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Say, can thy ſaft and gentleſt mein, 
Severeſt hardſhips learn to bear ? 

Nor ſad regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert Faireſt of the Fair, 


O Betſy ! can'ft thou love ſa true, 
Thro' perils keen wi me to go? 
Or when, mithap, the ſwain ſhould rue, 
To ſhare, with him, the pang of woe ? 
Or when 4avading pangs befal, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care? 
Nor wiſhful thoſe gay ſcenes recall, 
Where thou wert Faireit of the Fair: 


And when, at laſt, thy love ſhall die, 
— Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling figh, 
And cheer, with ſmiles, the bed of death ! 
And wilt thou o'er his much lov'd clay 
Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 
Where thou wert Faireſt of the Fair. 


— — — 


HEN late I wander d o'er the plain, 
From nymph to nymph I ſtrove in vaia 
My wild deſire to rally: 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam; 
They center all in Sally. 


| Yet ſhe, unkind one! damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy ; 
Can love, with ruin tally? e 


— 


LOVE SONGS. 02 


By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
1 would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally, 


Come then, oh come! thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lilies of the valley ; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. 


—— 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


N pleaſure's ſmooth wing. how old time ſteals 
away, | 
And love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray; 
My days, O ye ſwains, were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn, to the ſtilueſs of night: 
Nor care found a place in my cottage, or breaſt, 
But health and content all the year was my guelt. 


'Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare 
With voice or with feature, with dreſs or with air: 
So kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, 
That I gather*d the ſweets, but I mifſed the ſmart: 
I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee; 

But ſtill all my ſong was, III ever be free. 


"Twas then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield; 
If I ſtray'd thro' the garden, or travers'd the field, 
Ten ay "vg gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my 
| ight; | 
Tf the nightingale ſung, T could liſten all night ; 
Wich my reed I could pipe to the tune of the 
ſtream, | 

And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 
But 
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But now, ſince for Hebe, in ſecret I ſigh, 

Alas, what a change ! and how wretched am 1! 

Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade; 

Their ſwerts now all ficken, their colours all fade; 

No muſic I find in ſoft philomel's ſtrain, | 

And the brook, o'er the pebbles, now murmur 
in vain, 


They ſay, that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee; 

On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 

Then teach me, bright Venns, perſuaſion's ſoft 
art, 

Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart; 

To crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 

Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain, 


Love in Low Life. 


fair; | 
The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain 8 
They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk d with 
| their ey es, 

And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 


A fortnight was ſpent, ere dear Moggy came too; 
(For maidens a decency keep, when they woo:) 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow; 
And Jockey he gave, for his jointure, his cow, 


They pannel'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
Still kifiag and fondling until they came there; 
They call'd on the parſon, and by him were wed; 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed. 


The 


OUNG Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy fo 


| 
| 


| 
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They ſtaid there a week, as the neighbours all ſay; 


And none were ſo happy and gamelome as they : 


| Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt un- 


kind ; 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind, 


Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe cry'd, gaffer Jock, 

Pray what is the reaſon, that Moggy you mock ? 

Quoth he, gooſe, come on, why now you're my 
bride ; 

And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling aſide. 

He took home his Moggy, good condnt to learn, 


Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd 
the old barn; 


They laid in a ſtock, for the cares that enſue, 


And now live as man and wife uſually do. 


By Mr Morgan. 


O nymph, that trips the verdant plains, 
With Sally can compare ; 
She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair; 
The beams of Sol delight and clear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll ; 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 


When from the eaſt the morning ray 
Illames the world below, 

Her preſence bids the god of day, 
With emulation glow : 


Freſh 
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Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Bids ſweeter notes prepare; 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail the filter fair, 


The lark but trains his livid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice. 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perſume, 

And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
I but for Sally bloom. 


The am rous youths her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale; 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale; 

The ſtream meand'ring thro' the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 

And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No more ſhall blythſome laſs and ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport: 

No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow- ike on the hill, 
Whea I forget to love, 


_ Patty 


| 


N 


— 


1 


| 
On hills and dales, or flow'ry plains, 


Where flow melodious purling rills, 
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Betty of the Green. 
By J. VI NT. 
(Tune, Cæuden Knows.) 


N ſummer time, when nymphs and ſwains 
In rural ſports unite, 


To yield themſelves delight ; 
How happy I, to trip along 
By Tyne and Betty's fide, 
To hear the linnet's chearful ſong, 
Where waters gently glide. 
O my Bet, my pretty pretty Bet, 
A fairer ne'er was ſeen ; 
Not Venus' ſelf can &er excel 
My Betty of the Green. 


How pleaſing are yon verdent hills, 
And eke yon flow'ry vales, 


Where zephyrs breathe ſoft gales : 
But move delightful are her charms, 
More pleaſing far to me; 
Such melting bliſs my boſom warms, 
Whene'er my nymph I ſee. 
O my Bet, &c. 


Her ſparkling eyes are azure blue, 
Her cheeks like roſes are, 

Her lips diſtil ambroſfial dew, 

And nut-brown waves her hair: 
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As gay as Flora in the ſpring, 
As graceful in her mein; 
No nightingale can ſweeter ſing 
Than Betty of the Green. 
O my Bet, &c- 


—_ — AT 


The North Country Laſs. 


HERE was a fair maiden, her name it was Gillian, 
Her manners were ſage, tho' her carriage was free, 
You ſcarcely could meet ſuch a girl in a million, | 
Her charms were the pride of the north country. 
All ſhe ſaid came ſo wittily, 


She danc'd with ſuch grace, and ſhe chanted ſo 


rettily, . | 
No madames of France nor ſignioras of Italy, 
Could cope with this laſs of the north country. 


Rich lords and fine gentlemen crowded to woo her, 
Each begging her'molt humble ſervant to be; 
Some young t coach and horſes, ſome proffer'd gold 
to her, 
Some cloaths and fine jewels, moſt ſplendid to ſee! 
But in vain all their brav'ry, 
She _ flat and plain that ſhe ſaw through their 
nav'iry, | 
And rather would ſpend her whole life-time in 
ſlav'ry, 


Than bring ſuch diſgrace on the north country. 


But gag cn day to the wood with young Roger, 
To gather ſweet poſies for he and for ſhe, 
Sly Cupid obſerv'd them, (a comical codger !) 
And hid himſelf under a ſycamore tree: 
Out he drew, from his quiver, . 
A ſhaft that a heart made of marble would ſhiver, 
He thot—there was none a poor maid to deliver, 
And wounded the laſs of the north country. 


Young 
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Young Roger, determin'd his mind to diſcover, 
'  Saluted fair Gillian, fo charming and free; 
Then begg'd her conſent, in the ftrain of a lover, 
In challe wedlock bands his bride for to be. 
She agreed vous were plighted 
And-they with each other were ſo well delighted, 
| That Hymen and Cupid their hearts both united, 
And bleſt the ſweet laſs of the north country. 


— 
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HEN firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 
W Ah me! what meant my throbbing breaſt? 
Say ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 
If love thou art, then farewel reſt. 


With gentle ſmiles afſuage the pain, 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 
And tho' you cannot love again, 

In pity, ab ! forbear to hate. 


Damon and Deha. 
A CAN FAT A... --- 


ELIA gay Strephon lov'd, nor lov'd in vain, 
The flame was mutual in th'enamour'd ſwain, 
When tyrant Cupid, with his fatal dart, 
To Daphne gave the roving ſhepherd's heart : 
Delia, enrag'd to loſe her tav'rite ſwain, 
To the clear Avon flew to end her pain; 
She gaz d, ſhe ſigh'd, with tender love oppreſt, 
Yet ere ſhe leapt, ſhe thus her woe expreſt. 


Ah faithleſs ſwain! why win my hear, 
And that poor heart forſake : 
Ah ! why thoſe! vows of endleſs love, 
And now thoſe vows to break ? 
I 2 How 
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How bleſt would Delia's fate have been, 
If true had prov'd her ſwain ?} 

But fince to Daphne's arms he's fled, 
This ſtream ſhall end my pain. 


Damon, it happen'd, paſſing on that way, 
Heard with fond pity Delia's plaintive lay ; 

His hand he offer'd without guile or art, 

Ah! what will honour with a female heart? 
For form ſhe paus'd—then with a bluſh reply'd, 
Since fate ordains it, 1'll be Damon's bride; 
To church they went, nor one ſhort moment tarry'd, 
No couple fonder, and yet—ſix-weeks marry'd. 


Love-fick ladies, ne'er deſpair, 

Hymen ſtill protects the fair; , 
If one lover prove unkind, - 

Choice of new ones you will and; 

Dying ſwains are now ſo plenty, «©. 
One kind look will win you twenty, 


+ wo — 


Sung by Mrs Arne, at Vauxhall. _ ; 


HOEBUS meaner themes diſdaining, | 
P To the Lyritt's call repair, | 
And the ſtrings to raptures ſtraining, 
Come, and praiſe the Britiſh Fair. 


Chiefs throughout the land viRorious, 
horn to conquer and to ſpare, * 
Were not gallant, were not glorious, 


Till commanded by the Fair. 


44 1 


LOVE '$ONGs. 101 


All the works of arch or merit, 
Which the ſons of art prepare, 
Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd, from the fair. 


Reaſon is as weak As paſſion,” 
But if you for truth declare, 
Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh Fair. 


——_— 
_— — 


'd, 9 | : 


— 


| Sung by Mr 7 ermon, at t Vauxhall 


| eon 
And all o'er the town had her pratſes been 

ſuvg; 

The beaux & the fops 90 their court to her eyes, 

And the belles, tho" her rivals, beheld with fur- 
prize: - 

Yet to all, who in praiſing her * did excel, 

Her anſwer was s only, indeed, very well. 


Lyſander, amidſt her admirers preſt, 

And the true flame of love found to glow in his 
breaſt 

I With awe he appreach's, and with modeſty ſpoke, 

Let his paſſion ſhe treated as only a joke; 

Tho' the pangs he endur'd, no tongue could e er 
tell, 

Yet her anſwer to all was, indeed, very well. 


= as 8 
qu4 7.5 


Denials provok'd him to try other ways, 

Nor barely to kneel, and to utter her praiſe ; 

He boldly embrac'd the bright nymph in his arms, 
And kiſs'd her and feaſted himſelf with her charms; 
Al I 3 " She 


102 LOVE SONGS. 


She thought, of her lovers, he did all excel, 
But anſwer'd, Lyſander, as yet, very well. 


bold, | 
That ſoon ſhe conſented to have and to hold; 


At Hymen's bright alter, receiv'd her fair hand, 


Attended by Cupids, a choice little band ; 
Her face ſweetly ſmiling, ſhe dares not to tell, 


0 J 


As ſhe faintly repuls'd him, the ſwain grew more 


That Lyſander ſhe loves, ay, indeed, very well. 


The Way to Keep Him. 
E fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 


| To captivate the will; LCN 


Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 

Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part; 

An honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the heart ? 


Great is your pow'r ; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 

If, as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage : 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 
For who's to beauty blind? 

But to what end a pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſlrength to bind? 


Attend the counſel often told, 

Too often told in vain; 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 


Came 


+ 
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Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 

' Tho' beauty may the charm begin, 
Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt 


" 3? 
— 2 — — = 
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Nancy of the Vale. 


Sung by Mrs Baddely, at Ranelagh. 


RECITATIVE. 


HE weſtern ſky'was purpl'd o'er, 
| With ev'ry pleaſing ray, 
And flocks, reviving, felt no more 
The ſultry heats of day; 
When from a hazel's artleſs bow'r, 
Soft warbled Strephon's tongue; 
He blefs'd the day, he bleſs'd the hour, 
While Nancy's charms he ſung. 


AIR. 


Let fops with fickle falſhood range, 

The paths of wanton love, 

While weeping maids lament the change, 
And ſadden ev'ry grove ; 

But endleſs bleſſings crown the day, 
I ſaw fair Eſham's dale; 

And every bleſſing find its way, 
To Nancy of the Vale. 


Far in the winding vale retir'd, 
This peerleſs bud I found, 

And ſhad'wing rocks and woods conſpir'd 
To fence her beautics round : 


That 
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That nature in ſo lone a dell 3 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet, 


Or fortune to her ſecret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring feet! 


Gay lordings ſought her for their bride, 
But ſhe would ne er incline ; | 

Prove to your equals true, ſhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine; 

"Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow 
Has won my right good-will ; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him [I'll climb. the hill. 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conftant fair; 

To her alone I gave,my youth, 
And vow'd my future care. 

And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I thofe charms forego ; 

The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


1 


Cautious Phillis. 


S Phillis fought a vagrant ewe, 
Attended by her ſwain, 

| The god of love attended too, 

Theſe wand'rers of the plain. 


The hours, unheeded, paſs'd away, 
The minutes ſoftly flew ; 

With him ſhe paſs'd a ſummer's day, 

Forgetful of her ewe, 


See, 
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See, Phillis, ſee, the ſhepherd ſaid, 
The roſe on yonder buſh, 

How languid looks its brighteſt red, 
Compar'd to your ſweet bluſh. 


Obſerve the lily of the vale, 

How pallid is its hue! _ 
Jour matchleſs beauty makes it pale, 
And yields its ſweets to you. 


'Twas quickly anſwer'd by the fair, 
See how the turtle doves 

On yonder oak, ſoft pleaſures ſhare; 
And, tender, coo their loves. 


So we enamour d pleaſurs might 
With mutual kindneſs ſhew; 

But ſee, advances ſable night, 
And ſo, fond ſwain, adieu! 


Advice to the Ladies. 


Surg by Mrs Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 


„ you wiſh to gain a lover, 


You ſhould all your hopes e es 


Men, inconſtant, will diſcover 
What too oft our ſex reveal. 


Virtue teaches wiſe diſcretion, 
Fickle men are full of arts, 

By a thoughtleſs, found confeſſion, 
They ſeduce, and ſteal our hearts 


Would you wiſh, &c. 


Shun, 
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Sbun, O ſhun, then ſoft perſuaſion, 
Let not tears your paſſion move; 
But embrace the firſt occaſion. 
When convinc'd they truely love, 
Would you wiſh, &c. 


The Lark. 


O! herald of the roſy morn, 

Go ſerenade yon grove, 
Your ſprightly mattins thither borne, 
Will crown Palemon's love.” 


Sweet bird! as on your ærial flight 
Vou carol on the breeze, 

Palemon, with his fair delight, 

Sit charm'd beneath yon trees. 


Yon grove, where wander many a pair, 
To ſoothe their anxious minds ; 


Seek refuge in the winds, 


Ere Phœbus from lis Thetis hies, | 
To ſtart his lucid car, 

At your approach, gay bird! the ſkies 
Veil up each twinkling ſtar. 


Delightful lark! 'tis you alloy 

Life's weary, irkſome way; 
You aid fond lovers to enjoy 
A long endearing day. 


Long will the happy, marry'd race, 

Your chearful notes approve; 
And hail you in the chaſte embrace, 
The harbinger of love. 


By your ſweet warbling—bids defpair | 


YOUNG | 


mY” 5% 
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x7 OUNG Collin's ever blithe and gay, 
His cheeks like new-blown roſes, 
His breath's as ſweet as flowers in May, 
Made up in fragrant poſies. 

| His ſhape, and mein, do hearts allure, 
The graces all poſſeſſing, 

His love alone my heart would cure, 

| I'll aſk no other bleſſing. 


| T once was miſtreſs of his heart, 

But he, like all the ſex is, 

He's falſe, which cauſes all my ſmart, 
Yet he ne'er grieves, nor vexes. 

Tho' I do fret, and ſigh, and pine, 
Another he's careſſing; 

If he'd return, and would be mine, 
I'd aſk no other bleſſing. 


Tis black-ey'd Suſan of the plain, 
Has robb'd me of my treaſure; 

Tis ſhe that cauſes all my pain, 
And gives falſe Collin pleaſure. 

Kind heav'n aſſiſt, my wiſhes aid! 
His love again poſſeſſing, 

Grant me but this; a love ſick maid, 
Will aik no other bleſſing. 


Sung by Mrs Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 


„N Strephon, ceaſe complaining, 

Talk no more of fooliſh love; | 

Think not e'er my heart to reign in, 
Think not all you fay can move. 
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Did I take delight to fetter 
Thrice ten thouſand ſlaves a day; 
Thrice ten thouſand times your betters 
 Gladly would my rule obey. 


Simple Strephon, &c. 


Seek not her who ſtills forbids you, 
To ſome other tell your moan; 


Chuſe 'where'er your fancy leads you, 
Let Clorinda but alone, 


Simple Strephon, &c. 


— 


— 


— 


Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhat ; 


RE love did firſt my thoughts emplcy, 

F. Returning day ſtill ſaw me bleſt, 

Each happy hour came wing'd with joy, 
Each night was crown'd with balmy reſt; 

But now, alas, no lon Y, 
1 riſe to hail the chearkul light, 

I fit, and ſigh the live. long day, 
And paſs in tears the ſleepy night. 


Come, lovely Strephon, hither haſte, 

Sure thou haſt long perceiv'd my mind; 
I fear my words [ vainly waſte, 

That thou art cruel and unkind : 
Or it ſome maid, of happier fate, 

More favour'd lives, more lov'd than I; 
Oh, free me from this anxious late, 
Pronounce my fate, and let nie die. 


GLEES, | 


| 


| 
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Sanna 
GLEE 8. CATCHE 8, Kc. 


From MIDAS. ns 


'Crorvs' of all the Deririts. 


OVE in his chair, of the ſky lord may'r, - 
With his nods men and gods keeps in awe. 
When he winks, heaven ſhrinks, 
When he ſpeaks, hell ſqueaks; 
Earth's globe is but his taw. 
Cock of the ſchool, he bears deſpotic rule, 
His word, tho' abſurd, muſt be mad & 
Even fate, tho' ſo great, | 
Muſt not prate, his bald pate 
Jove would cuff, he's ſo bluff, frei M 
Cow'd deities, like mice in cheeſe, 


To ſtir mutt ceaſe, or gn. 
Juno. 
\HINK not, lewd Jove, thus to "—_— my 
chaſte love, 
For ſpite of your rakehelly godhead,  «< 


By day and by night Juno will have her right, 


Nor be of dues nuptial defrauded. 25h} 
+ K I'll. 
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I' ferrit the haunts of your female gallants, 

In vain you in darkneſs incloſe them; 
Your favourite jades I'll plunge to the ſhades, 
Or into cows metamorphoſe them, 


AroLL0o. 


E by your friends adviſed, 
Too harſh, too haſty dad ! 
Maugre your bolts and wiſe head, 

The world will think you mad. 


What worſe can Bacchus teach men, 
His roaring bucks, when drunk, 

Than break the lamps, beat watchmen, 
And ſtagger to ſome punk. 


9.82 


S1ILENO, 


INCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me, you jolly dog ; 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
'Tend the ſheep and feed the hog. 
| Fa la la. 
With three crowns, your ſtanding wages ; 
You ſhall daintily be fed, 
Bacon, beans, ſalt-beef, cabbages, 
Butter-milk, and oaten-bread 
Fa la la. 
Come ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home, 
And when daily labour's over, 
We'll all dance to your ſtrum-ſtrom. 
Fa la la. 
Por. 


GLERS CATCHES, e. $1 


Por. 

1 Rrike hands, and take your offer, 
Farther on I may fare worſe; 

Zooks! I can no longer ſuffer, 


Hungry guts and empty purſe. Fa la la. 
 S1LENO- 
Do ſtrike hands, tis kind I offer; 
P o 1. 
I ſtrike hands, and take your offer; 
| S1ILENO. 
Farther ſeeking you'll fare worſe ; 
Por. 
Farther on I may fare worſe ; 
SILEMN 0. | 
Pity ſuch a lad ſhould ſuffer ; 
Por. 
Zooks! I can no longer ſuffer ; 
S1LEN0O-. 
Hungry guts, and empty purſe. 
r. 


Hungry guts, and empty purſe. 


he 


Mrsis. 


NIRLS are known to miſchief prone, 
If ever they be idle: 
Who would rear two daughters fair, 
| Mult hold a ſteady bridſe : 
For here they ſkip, and there they trip, 
And this and that way ſidle. 
| K 2 Giddy 
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Giddy maids, poor filly jades, 
All after men are gadding; 

They flirt pell-mell, their train to ſwell, 
To coxcomb, coxcomb adding ; 

To every fop they're cock-a-hoop, 
And ſet their mothers madding. 


D os & © 


RAY, goody, pleaſe to moderate the rancour 
of your tongue, 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury from your eyes? 
Remember when the judgment's weak the preju- 
A ſtranger why will you deſpile ? 
dice is ſtrong: 
Ply me, try me, 
Prove, ere you deny me: 
If you caſt me off, you blaſt me, 
Never more to riſe, 


— 
* 


Minas 


HALL a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes, 
Dare my amours to croſs ? 
Shall a peaſant minx, when Juſtice Midas woos, 
Her noſe up at him toſs ? 
No; I'll kidnap—then poſſeſs her: 
T'11 ſell her Pol a ſlave, get mundungus in exchange; 
So glut to the height of pleaſure 
My love and my revenge. 


No; I'll kidnap, &c. | 
| JUPITER 
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Pan. 


UPITER wenches and drinks, 
He rules the roaſt in the ſky, 
Yet he's a fool if he thinks 
That he's as happy as I ; 
uno rates him and grates him, 
And leads his highneſs a weary life, 
I have my laſs and my glaſs, 
And (troll a batchelor's merry life. 
Let him fluſter and bluſter, 
Yet cringe to his harridan's furbelow ; 
To my fair tulips I glew lips, 
And clink the cannikin here below. 


* 


DAM K T4A8. 


LL around the maypole how they trot, 
Hot pot, and good ale have got; 
Routing, ſhouting, at you flouting, 
Fleering, jeering, and what not. 
There is old Sileno friſks like a mad 
Lad, glad, to ſee us fad, 
Cap'ring, vap'ring, while Pol, ſcraping, 
Coaxes the laſſes as he did the dad. 


DAayHNE. 


E's as tight a lad to ſee to, 
As e'er ſtept in leather ſhoe, 
And, what's better, he'll love me too, 


And to him I'll prove true blue. 
| K 3 fe Tho? 
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Tho' my ſiſter caſts a hawk's eye, 
I defy what ſhe can do, 
He o'erlook'd the little doxy, 
I'm the girl he means to woo. \ 


Hither I ſtole out to meet him, 
He'll, no doubt, my ſteps purſue, 
If the youth proves true, I'll fit him; 
If he's falſe, I'll fit him too. 


——— 


Por. 


OVELY nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh: 
L At your feet behold a ſwain 
Prays you will not let him Jlanguiſh, 

One kind look would eaſe his pain, 


Did you know the lad who courts you, 
He not long need ſue in vain ; 

Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports—you 
Ne'er ſhall meet his like again. 


Dar unk. 


| T you can caper as well as you modulate, 
With the addition of that pretty face, 
Pan, who was held by our ſhepherds a god o' late, 
Will be kick'd out and you ſet in his place. 


Yis beard fo frowſy, his geſtures ſo aukward are, 
And his bagpipe ſo drowſy a drone, 

That if they find you, as I did, no backwarder, 
You may count on all the girls as your own. 


Mios 


ö 
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Mivas. 


What pleaſures will abound 
O When my wife is laid in ground! 
Let earth cover her, we'll dance over her, 
When my wife is laid in ground. 
O how happy ſhould I be, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me ! 
How I'd mumble her, touze, and tumble her, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me. 


—— 


Mivas. 


F into your hen.yard, the treacherous reynard 
Seals flily, your poultry to ravage, 
With gun you attack him, with beagles you track 
im, 

All's fair to deſtroy the fell ſavage : 
So Poll, who comes picking up my tender chicken, 
No means do I ſcruple to baniſh; 
With power I'll o'er bear him, with fraud I'll 
| enſnare him, 


By hook or by crook he ſhall yaniſh, 


Sa SEDS. 


F a rival thy character draw, 
In perfection he'll find out a flaw, 
With black he will paint, make a devil of a ſaint, 
And change to an owl a maccaw: 


Da- 
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DamzTASs. 


Can a father pretend to be wiſe, 

Who his friend's good advice will deſpiſe ? 

Who, when danger is nigh, throws his ſpectacles 
b . , 


Ys 
And blinks through a green girls eyes? 


Pan. 


Pox of your pother about this or that, 

| Your ſhrieking or ſqueaking, a ſharp or a flat; 
I'm ſharp by my bumpers, you're flat, maſter Pol, 
So here goes a ſet-to at toll-de-roll-loll. 


When beauty her pack of poor lovers would ham- 
r 


„per, 
And after Miſs Will- o- the Wiſp the fools ſcamper, 


Ding dong, in ſing ſong, they the lady extol; 
Pray what's all this fuſs for, but—toll - de · roll · loll. 


Mankind are a medley—a chance medley race; 
All ſtart in full cry to give dame fortune chace ; 
There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs, luck is all, 
And luck's the beſt tune of life's toll-de-roll-loll. 


I've done, pleaſe your worſhip, tis rather too long, 


Lonly meant life, ſir, is but an old ſong; 
The world's but a tragedy, comedy, droll, 
Where all act the ſcene of toll-loll-de-roll-loll. 


Arorro. 
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ArOLL 0. 


H, happy hours, how fleeting 
Ye danc'd on down away; 
When my foft vows repeating, 
At Daphne's feet I lay 


Bat from her charms when ſunder'd, 
As Midas's frowns preſage, 

Fach hour will ſeem an hundred, 
Each day appear an age, 


— 


From. the BEGGAR's OPERA. 


PrzAcnvmn. 
Tune, An old woman cloatbed in grey. 


HROUGH all the employments of life 
Each neighbour abuſes his brother ; 
Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife: 
All profeſſions berogue one another. 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer beknaves the divine; 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


{&k 


; 1 22 F I L C Ho 
| Tune, The bonny grey-ey'd morn, 
I TIS woman that ſeduces all mankind, 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling 
arts; | Her 
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Her very eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts. 

For her, like wolves by night, we roam for prey, 
And practiſe every fraud to bribe her charms: 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms, 


— PoLL 


Mrs P Ac 1 U M. 
Tune, C:14 and Raw. 


F any wench Venus's girdle wear, Mac 
Though the be never ſo ugly; 
Lilies and roſes will quickly appear, 
And her face look wonderous ſmuggly. 
Beneath the left ear, ſo fit but a cord, 
(A rope ſo charming a zone is !) 
The youth in his cart * the air of a lord, 
And we cry, there dies an Adonis! 


— 


Por. Przacnyu n. 
Tune, Grim king of the ghoſts. 


AN love be controul'd by advice? 18 
Will Cupid our mothers obey ? I co 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice, v 
At is flame twould have melted away. | 
When he kiſs'd me, ſo cloſely he preſt, Ane 


T was ſo ſweet that I muſt have comply'd; 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt | 
To marry, for fear you ſhould chide. 
PEAcaun. 


Eve 
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, 
7 Tune, Pretty parrot, ſay. 
bs: |Macu. RETTY Polly, ſay, 


When I was away, 
Did your fancy never ſtray 
To ſome newer lover ? 
pol tv. Without diſguiſe, 
Heaving ſighs, 
Doting eyes, 
My conſtant heart diſcover. 
Fondly let me loll! 
Men. O pretty, pretty Poll! 


. 


Macu sar x. 
Tune, Over the hills and far away. 


ERE I laid on Greenland's coaſt, 
And in my arms embrac'd my laſs ; 
Warm amidſt eternal froſt, 


Too ſoon the half-year's night would pals, 
3 | rr. 
Where I fold on Indian ſoil, 


Soon as the burning day was clos'd, 
could mock the ſultry toil, 


| When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd. 


MACHEATH. 
And I would love you all the day, 


POL LY. 
Every night would kiſs and play, 
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Macu zar n. 
If with me you'd fondly ſtray 
| PoLLY. 
Over the hills and far away. 


Mr o' Tr? Mint. 
Tune, Fill ev'ry glaſs. 


ILL ev'ry glaſs, for wine inſpires us, 
And fre: us. | | 

With courage, love and joy : 
Women and wine ſhould life employ, 
Is there ought elſe on earth deſirous ? 


CHORUS. 
Fill every glaſs, &c. 


| MacntaArTH. 
Tnne, Would you have a young virgin. 


F the heart of a man is depreſs'd with cares, 

The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; 
Like the nores of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes the ſpirits, and charms our ears. 
Roſes and lilies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe. 

Preſs her, careſs her 

With bliſſes, her kiſſes 

Diſſolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 


Macs- 


KL. 
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M ACHEATH. 
Cotillon, 


OUTH's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty; 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, while we may, 
Beauty's a Nower deſpis d iu decay. 
Youth's the ſeaſon, &c. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours is not to-morrow ; 
Leve, with youth, flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought. but ſorrow, 
"Dance and ſing, time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of rag: 
Let us drink, &c, 


N — - 
—_— 
11 AY — ˖ — — — 


Jununr Dien. 


Tune, hen once I lay with anither man's wife. 


1 — 


HE gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
If they meddle, your all is in danger: 
Like gypſies, if once they can finger a ſouce, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilſer your houſe, 
And give your eltate to a ſtranger, | 


— P — - + * * 
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eee. 
Tune, A lovely laſs to a friar came, 


Tin when a good houſewife ſees a rat 
In her trap in the morning taken, 
L With 


122 GLEES, CATCHES, &c. 


With pleaſure her heart goes pit a pat, 
In revenge for her loſs of bacon : 
Then Ile throws him to the dog or cat, 
To be worry'd, cruſh'd, and ſhaken, 


MacnHerEaArT u. 
Tune, The ſun had loos'd his weary teams. 


Tu firſt time at the looking-glaſs, 
The mother ſets the daughter, 
The image ſtrikes the ſmiling lais 
With 1elf-love ever after. 
Each time ſhe looks ſhe's ſonder grown, 
Thinks every charm grows ſtronger ; 
But, alas! vain maid, all eyes but your own 
Can ſee you are no younger. 


— 


MACHEATH. 
Tune, Have you heard of a frolicſeme ditty ? 


OW happy could I be with either, 
Were t'other dear charmer away; 
But while you thus teaze me together, 
To neither a word will I ſay: 
But toll-de-roll, &c. 


POL I x. 


EASE your funning; force or cunning 
C Never ſhall my heart trapan: 


All 


H 
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All theſe ſallies are but malice 
To ſeduce my conſtant man. 
'Tis molt certain, by their flirting, 
Women oft' have envy ſhown ; 
Pleas'd to ruin others wooing ; 
Never happy in their own. 


Tune, Good-merrow, gelle Joan. 
Lucy. 


HY how now, Madam Flirt? 
If you thus muſt chatter; 
And are for flinging dirt, 
Let's try who beit can ſpatrer; 
| Madam Flirt ! 
ein. 
Why how now, ſaucy jade? 
Sure che wench is tipſy: 
How can you ſee me made 


The ſcoff of ſuch a gypſy? 
Saucy jade! 


Lucy. 
Tune, The laſs of Paty's mill, 


I's the fox ſhall grieve, 
Whoſe mate hath left her fide, 
Whom hounds, from morn to eve, 
Chaſe o'er the country wide. 


L 2 
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Where can my lover hide? 
Where cheat the wary pack ? 
If love be not his guide, 
He never will come back. 


Lucy. 


Tune, South-ſea ballad. 


M love is all madneſs and folly ! 
Alone I lie, toſs, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy creature is Polly! 
Was e'er ſuch a wretch as I! 
With rage I ridden like ſcarlet, 
'That my dear inconſtant varlet, 
Stark blind to my charms, is loſt in the arms 
Of chat jilt, that inveigling harlot: 
Stark blind to my charms, is loſt in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot. 
This, this my reſentment alarms. 


Macneara. 
Tune, Lillibullere. 


HE modes cf the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 

Which they let out for what they can get. 
Tis true, you find ſome friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good counſel themſelves to 

defend : 
In ſorrowful ditty, they promiſe, they pity, 

But ſhift you for money from friend to * 
| UCY, 
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Lv CY: 
Tune, One evening, having loſt my way. 


Te like a {kiff on the ocean toſt, 

Now high, now low, with each billow borne, 
With her rudder broke, and her anchor loſt, 

| Deſerted and all forlorn. 

While thus I he rolling and toſſing all night, 

That Polly lies ſporting on ſeas of delight ! 
Revenge, revenge, revenge 


Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs ſp'rit. 


- umme 7mw 


Luc x. 
Tune, Reger Tl tell thee, becauſe thou'rt my ſen. 


HEN a wife's in her pout, 
(As ſhe's ſometimes no doubt) 
The good huſband as meek as a lamb, 
Her vapours to ſtill, 
Firſt grants her her will, 
And the quieting draught is a dram. 
Poor man! and the quieting draught is a dram. 


Tune, Come, ſweet laſs. 


OME, ſweet laſs, 
Let's baniſh ſorrow till to- morrow; 
Come ſweet lals, let's take a chirping glaſs. 
Wine can clear the vapours of deſpair; 
And make as light as air; then driak, and baniſh 
care. 
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MACHEATH. 


Tune, Bonny Dund:e. 


I go, undiſmay'd ; for death is a debt, 
A debt on demand :—ſo take what I owe. 


Then farewel, my love, —Dear charmers, adieu, 


Contented I die—'tis the better for-you, 
Here ends all diſpute the reſt of our lives, 
For this way at once I pleaſe all my wives, 


MacuraAr = 
Tune, Of all the girls that are fo ſmart. 


F all the friends in time of grief, 

When threat'ning death looks grimmer, 
Not one fo ſure can bring relief, 
As this beſt friend, a brimmer. 


MAcCHEATH, 
Tune, To old Sir Simon the Xing. 


\ TALOUR the ſtronger grows, 
The ſtronger liquor we'er drinking: 
And how can we feel our woes, 


When we' e loſt the trouble of thinking? 


Mac. 


＋ * charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, 
The judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhow !) 


x 
| 
1 
| 
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MACHEATH, 
Tune, Green ſleeves. 


CINCE laws are made for every degree, 
, . . 8 : 
To curb vice in others as well as in me, 
wonder we ha'nt better company, 
Upon Tyburn tree! 


But gold from law can take out the ſting; 

And if rich men, like us, were to ſwing, 

Twould thin the land, ſuch numbers to ſtring, 
Upon Ty burn tree. 


MACHEATE; 
Tune, Lumps of pudding. 
HUS I ſtand, like the Turk, with his doxies 


around ; 

From all fides their glances his paſſion confound ; 

| For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, 

And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns. 

Each calls forth her charms to provoke his defires : 

Though willing, to all, with but one he retires.. 

But think of this maxim, and put off your ſorrow. 

The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow, 
But think of this maxim, &c. 


From 
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From the 


WATERMAN, or Firſt of Auguſt 


Mrs BunDLE. 


Y counſel take, or elſe I'll make 

The houſe too hot to hold you ; 
Be rul'd, I pray, I'd ſomething ſay, 
Did I e'er rout or ſcold you? 


But ſpite to wreak, on one ſo meck, 
Who never raves or flies out ; 
On me, who am like any lamb : 
Oh! I could tear your eyes out. 


— r 


BuNDLE. 


JUST as eagerly as thee, 
Thought when I got a wife, 
My joy of courſe ſo great would be, 
It needs mult laſt for life; 
When the agreed to tie the knot, 
I thought of nothing elle; 
Then all was glee, 
Twist her and me, 
Nor did I grudge the king his lot, 
When ding-dong weat the bells. 


But, ah! our joys were fleeting ſoon, 
Words that did ſweetly fall, 

Ere-we had paſs'd the honey-moon, 
To wormwood turn'd and gall ; 


Wha 
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| Whate'er of furies they invent, 
Broke out of flaming cells, 
You now may lee, 
In her and me; 
We fight, and ſcold, and both repent, 
That ding-dong went the bells, 


Mrs BunDLE. 


ILELMINA, you ſee I'm quite cool, 
Obey me, tis all for your good; 

Or may 1 be counted a fool, 

If I own you for my fleth and blood. 
Prefer ſuch. a lout, miſs, for ſhame, 

To Robin ſo ſpruce and fo trim; 
But your father it is that's to blame, 

And ſo I thall een talk to him. 


1 


WilLELMINA. 
12 yielding a carriage, 


Has oft before marriage, 
To ruin and miſery pointed the way: 
You're ſhunn'd, it complying, 
But your lover once flying, 
How eager he'll follow and beg you to ſtay, 


A coquette ne'er proclaim me, 
Ye maids, then, nor blame me, 
If I wiſh to be happy, whene'er I'm a wife; 
Each lover's denial, 
Was only a trial, | 
Which is he that's moſt likely to 150 me for life. 
UG, 
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T v Gs 


NDEED, miſs, ſuch ſweethearts as [ am, 
Lfancy you'll meet with but few; 
To love you more true, I defy 'em, 
I always am thinking of you. 
There are maidens would have me in plenty, 
Nell, Cicely, Priſcilla, and Sue; 
But inſtead of all theſe were there twenty, 
I never ſhould think but of you. 


Falſe hearts all your money may ſquander, — 
And only have pleaſure in view; 
Ne er from you a moment I'll wander, 

Unleſs to get money for you. Fr 
The tide, when tis ebbing or flowing, | 
Is not to the moon half ſo true; 
Nor my oars to their time when Por rowing 


As my heart, my fond heart, is to you. 


RoBin. 
HERRIES and plumbs are never found H 
But on the plumb and cherry tree ; 12 
Parſnips are long, turnips are round, B 


So Wilelmina's made for me. 


The ſeythe to mow the graſs is made, 
Shreds to keep cloſe the ſtraggling tree; | 
The knife to prune, to dig the tpade, K 
So Wilelmina's made for me. 


Wir- 
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WiLELMINA, 


IRLS, during courtſhip, ſnould, at leaſt, 
No lover truſt, but doubt him; 


But when they've ſworn before the prieſt, 
Then find no fault about him. 


Who venture all upon a ſtake, 
Undone, if they miſcarry ; 

The riſks they run, from each miſtake, 
Behoves them to be wary. 


From LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 


Ro$s$SETTA. 
Tune, Let ambition, &c. 
| OPE, thou nurſe of young deſire, 
H Fairy promiſer of joy; 
Painted vapour, glow- worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet, that ne'er can cloy. 


LUuUC1ND A. 


Hope ! thou earneſt of delight, 

Softelt ſoother of the mind; 

Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Surcſt friend the wretched find. 


BO ru. 


Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill, 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wilhes make me bleſt. YouxG 
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 YouxncG MraDpows. 


O * had I been by fate decreed 

Some humble cottage ſwain ! 

In fair Roſſetta's fight to feed 
My ſheep upon the plain. 

What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 

Which now I ne'er muſt know; 

Ye envious pow'rs ! why have you plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low ? 


RosszrTrTaA. 


88 youth, ah, tell me why 
Still you force me thus to fly ? 
Ceafe, oh, ceaſe, to perſevere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear, 
To my heart its eaſe reſtore, 
Go, and never ſee me more. 


Younc MeEeaDpows. 


TILL in hope to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn flame I try : 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Boaſt my freedom, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf a ſlave. 


Har. 


F 
/ 


u. 
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 HawTHORN. 


Tune, A friar went a hunting. 


HERE was a jolly miller once 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 
He work'd and ſung, from morn ?till night, 
No lark more blithe than he. 
And thus the burthen of his ſong 
For ever us'd to be; 
I care for nobody, not I, 
It no one cares for me. 


HaAawTHORN. 
Tune, From the east breaks the morn. 


ET gay ones and great, 
Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a jot, 
I envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
The blifles I find, 
No ſtings leave behind, 


But health and diverſion unite. 


_— Haws 
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Haw THORN. 


2 honeſt heart where thoughts are Clear, 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile ; 
Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 

Nor court the harlot*s ſmile. | 


The greatneſs that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing ; 
hat more than mirth would mortals have? 
'The chearful man's a king, 


— _—_—_— 


Hovpss. 


ELL, well, ſay no more, 
Sure you told me before; 
I know the full length of my teather ? 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool? 
I can ſpell you and put you together, 
A word to the wile, | 
Will always ſuffice, 
Adſniggers go talk to your parrot ; 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 
Tho' I ſay it myſelf, 
But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 


LuclinDa. 


Tune, Deareſt creature of all nature. 


UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs lover's part; 
Seize, oh ſeize ſome kind occalion, 


To reward a faithful heart. | July 
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Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral; 
Tyrants of more crue] kind, 

Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 
What is grandeur? foe to reſt; 
Childiſh mummery-at belt ; 

Happy I in humble ſtate, 

Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait, 


MARGERY. 


Tune, O the broom. 


OW happy were my days till now. 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 

I rofe with joy to milk my cow, 

Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird 1 ſung, 

Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


Oh the fool, the ſilly, filly fool, 
Who truſts what man may be! 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 
And in my own country. , 


— 


EusrACx. 
HINK, my faireſt, how delay 


Danger ev'ry moment brings; 
Time flies [wift, and will away; 
Fine that's ever on its wings: 


M 2 Doubt- 
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Doubting, and ſuſpence, at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt; 

Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Seize occaſion ere tis loſt. 


1 


Lucinda. 
ELIEVE me, dear aunt, 


If you rave thus and rant, 
You'll never a lover perſuade; , 
The men will all fly, 
And leave you to die, 
Oh, terrible chance !. an old maid. 


How happy the laſs, 

Mult ſhe come to this paſs, 
Who ancient virgiuity *ſcapes : 

Twere better on earth, 
Have five brats at a birth, 
Than in hell be a leader of apes. 


JosTics Woopcoex. 


HEN I follow'd a laſs that was froward 
and ſhy, | 
Oh! I ſtack to her ſtuff till I made her comply; 
Oh! I took her fo lovingly round the waiſt, 
And I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt: 
When hugg'd and hawl'd, 
She ſqueal'd and ſquall'd ; 
But though the vow'd all I did was in vain, 
Yet I pleas'd her fo well that ſhe bore wt. : 


Gre 


| 
| 
| 


When I my dear deceive. 
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Then hoity toity, 
Whitking, friſking, 
Green was her gown upon the graſs; 
Oh! ſuch were the joys of our dancing days. 
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EusrAcx. 


Tune, Aſt if yen damask roſe be ſcueet. 


ET rakes and libertines, reſign'd 
To ſenſual pleaſures range: 
Here all the ſex's charms [1 fn, 
And ne'er can cool or change. 


| _—_— 
——_— — — - 


3 


LuUuCiNDA. 


Let vain coquettes and prudes conceal 
What moſt their hearts deſire; 1 
With pride my paſlion I reveal, 7 
Oh, may it ne'er expire! 


Bor u. 


The ſun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave; 
And ſair creation ſink in night, 


— — 
1 


Tou NG MZA DOS. 


H, how ſhall I in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell! 
Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word, farewel! 
M z Fare 
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Fare—but know tho' thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray; 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart 

. Mult with my charmer ſtay. 


RoSSETT 4. 


OUNG I am, and fore afraid ; 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray? 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 


Men too often we believe; 

And ſhould you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake ; 

Sure my tender heart would break, 


HawTHORN. 


Tune, Let me wander not, &c. 
Dolly was the faireſt thing, 


And if for ſummer you weu'd ſeek, 

*T was painted in her eye, her cheek. 

+ Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
_ Off fruitful autumn was the type: 

But, when my tender tale I told, 

1 found her heart was winter cold. 


\ 


Hope. 


Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring; 


* 
3 


4 
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Hops s. 
Tune, The threſher's dance. 


AS ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vizin? 
Zawns ! Madge, don't provoke me, but. 
mind what I ſay; 
You've choſe a wrong perſon for playing your 
tricks on: | 
| So pack up your alls, and be trudging away : 
| You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a riot; 
S'blood muſt I Rand pratting with you here all 
day ? 
| I've got other matters to mind; 
| Mayhap you may think me an aſs; 
But to the contrary you'll find 
| A fine piece of work by the maſs ! 


W 


- a 
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Ross ET TA. 


EASE, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
| In triumphs o'er the fair; 
| Since clowus as well can act the rake, 
' 


— 


As thoſe in higher ſphere. 
Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go; 
In ev'ry rank, in ev'ry ſtate, 

Poor woman finds a foe! 


— 


Mak ERx. 


| INCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no farther 
* I'll ſeek, 
But go up to town in waggon next week; 


- 
— 


DOI TER 6g EF 


A ſer. 
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A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 

And regiſter's office will get me a place: 

Bet Blofſom went there, and ſoon mct with a 
| ſriend ; 

Folks ſay in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtanding an end: 
Then why fhould not I the ſame maxim purſue ? 
And better my fortune as other girls do, 


e ä cr... 


HAWTHORN-. 


THE world is a well furniſh'd table, 
5 Where gueſts are promiſc'ouſly ſet; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 

And ſcramble for what we can get. 


My ſimile holds to a tittle, 

Some gorge while ſome ſcarce have a taſte; 
But if I'm content with a little, 

Enough is as good as a feaſt, 


| RosSSETTA. 


HE traveller benighted, 
And lead thro* weary ways; 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawa ſurveys. 
The riſing proſpects viewing, 
Each look is forward ca - 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 


Nor chinks of what is paſt. 


Hope. 


| 


| 


GLERS CATCHES, & wt 


Hop ce. 


Tune, St Patrici's day. 


Plague of thoſe wenches, they make ſuch a 
other, 
When — they have let'n a man have his will; 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry, he's unkind in his carriage : 
What tho'f he ſpeaks them ne'er ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on : 
You cannot perſuade em, 
Till promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 
They tell you—add rot it! 
Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone: 
And then, to be ſure, Sir, 
There is but one cure, Sir, 
And all their diſcourſe is of marriage. 


HawTHoORN. | 
Tune, Mien Orpheus went down. 


F ever I'm catch'd in thoſe regions of ſmoke, 
That ſeat of confuſion and noiſe, 

May I ne'er know the ſweets of a ſlumber unbroke, 
Nor the pleaſure the country enjoys. 

Nay, more, let them take me, to puniſh my fin, 
Where gaping the Cockneys they fleece; 

Clap me up with their monſters, cry, maſters, 

walk in, 

And ſhew me for two-pence a piece. 


Ros 
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Ro$s$$ETTA. 


O, naughty man, I can't abide you; 
Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot ? 

Ah, now I ſee if I had try'd you, 

What would have been my hopeful lot. 
But here I charge you—make them happy; 

Bleſs the fond pair, and crown their bliſs : 
Come be a dear and good-natur'd pappy ;-, 

And Fl reward you with a kils. 


"HaAwTHORN. 


ENCE with cares, complaints and ſrowning, 
Welcome jollity and joy; 'T 


_ Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, . | 


Mirth this happy night employ : 

Let's to friendſhĩip do our duty. 
Laugh and ſing ſome good old ſtrain; 
Drink a health to love and beauty, 

May they long in triumph reign. 


_ Pay 


From the 
HONEST YORKSHIREMAN. 


ARBELL A. 


ENTLE Cupid ! ſeek my lover, 
Waft a thouſand ſighs from me; 
All my tender fears diſcover, 
Bid him haſte 
O bid him haſte, and ſet me free. 


| 


| 


| 
\ 
T 


Tl 


A? 


GLEES, CATCHES, &«c. 


ARBELLA. 
Tune, In vain, dear Chloe, &c. 


HALL I and ſtill, and tamely ſee 
Such Smithfield bargains made of me? 
Is not my heart my own ? 
I hate, I ſcorn their clowniſh *ſquire ; 
Nor lord, or duke, do I deſire, { 
But him I love alone. 


GAYLOVE. 


Tune, The charms of Flori mel. 


Y charming Arabell, 
To make thee mine ſecure, | 1 
What would I not endure ? 
Tis paſt the power of tongue to tell 
| The love I bear my Arabell. 


No human force ſhall quell 
My paſſion for my dear, 
Can love be too ſincere ? 

I'd ſooner take of life farewell 

' Than of my deareſt Arabell. 


mn 


GAYILO VE. 


HAT alan who for life is bleſs'd in a wife, 

Is ſure in a happy condition | 

Co things how they will, ſhe ſticks by him ſtill,” 
She's comforter, friend, and phyſician. 


She's comforter, &c, 
Trey 


ft wo ———— 
——— — 1 


———X 


—7 


— - * 
— 
— — . — 4 
p - — 4 — — . —_— — 
rr — — — > 
+4 <a 2 


_ | - b - — — — - 
X — . —_ - — 
. — — 
R 1 — — - 


- way at 
— — — = 


— — 


- TY — 
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Pray where is the joy, to trifle and toy, 
Yet dread ſome diſaſter from beauty? 
But ſweet is the bliſs of a conjugal kiſs, 
| Where love mingles pleature with duty, 
Where love, &c. | 


One extravagant whore will coſt a man more, 
Than twenty good wives who are ſaving, 


For wives they will ſpare, that their children may 
ſhare, 
But whores are eternally craving, 
But whores, &c. ' 
ARBELLA. r "<4 


N vain you mention pleaſure 
To one confin'd like me : 
Ah! what is wealth or treaſure, 

Compar'd to liberty? 


O thou for whom I languiſh, 

And doſt the ſame for me, 

+ Relieve a virgin's anguiſh, 

And ſet a captive free. 
* 8 


— 


AK BELLA. 


OVE's a gentle generous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delight, 
When with mutual inclination 
'Two fond hearts in one unite, 
Two fond hearts, &c. 


1 
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un yield to 2 tree, 
Bend thee, 
Bleſs d mulberry; 
Matchleſs was he, 
Who planted thee, 


1 And thou, like bim, immortal ſhall be. 


Ye trees of the foreſt ſo rampant and high, 

Who ſpread. round your: branches, whoſe heads 
ſweep the ſky; 

Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 


To root ont the natives at prices ſo dear: 
All ſhall yield, &c, 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's boaſt, 

I Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt: 
of the fir we make ſhips, there are thouſands 
that fight; - 


But one, only one, like our Err can write. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle * rs, 


Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flow'rs ; 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 


With the ſweeteſt of low'rs and the faireſt of fruit. 
All tall yield, &c. 


| With learning and knowledge, the well lerer d 
dee 

Sopplies law and phyſie, and grace for the church; 

But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 

1 He * the beſt phyſic for body and mind. 

All ſhall yield, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 
— . Da © 
ive 
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Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 
The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine. 
All ſhall yield, &c. | 


As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright 
day, | 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey; 
So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 
Has the laurel and bays, and the vine all in one. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relick of this hallow tree, 

From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 

Let's fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 

To honour your country, do honour to him. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


— 


— 


Balance a Straw. 


ROM the man whom I love tho' my heart I 
__ diſguiſe, 
I will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; 
And if he has ſenſe but ts balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw, 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow; 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 
In courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 

A peacock, &c. = 


As a vulture rapacious, in falſehood a fox; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; a 
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As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 
In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 
As a tyger, &c. 


In a word to ſum up all his talents together, 

His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather ; 

Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 
Yet if he has, &c. 


The Triumph of Ceres. 


Tune, What beauteous feenes inchant my ſight. 


W HAT chearful ſounds ſalute our ears, 
And echo o'er the lawn! 
Behold—the loaded car appears, 
In joyful triumph drawn : 
The nymphs and ſwains—a jovial band! 
Still ſhouting as they come; 
With ruſtic inſtruments in hand, 
Proclaim the harveſt home. 


The golden ſheaves, pil'd up on high, 
Within the bar are ſtor d; | 
The careful hind, with ſecret joy, 
Exulting, views his hoard: 
His labours paſt—he counts his gains, 
And, freed from anxious care, 
His caſks are broach'd; the ſun-burat ſwains 
His rural plenty ſhare. 


In dance and ſong the night is ſpent ; 
All ply the ſpicy bowl; 
And jeſts, and harmleſs merriment, 
Expand the artleſs foul; | 
e Young 


* 


— — I 
— — — —— — — — — — — 


= 6 o * 4 S w = ay : : — 4 £ * ? * — 
8 - — = 1 In — — . = = - 
= a : N | 
—— — — — — — rr p pp // Kr 
— — 


4+ - 


— 


= 


1 


— 


—— - we 


2 


—— — 
—_— CE Lo EE. 


. 


— — 


— — 
3 


— 8 = — 


— — 


160 MISCELLANEOUS * 


Young Colin whiſpers Roſalind, 
Who ſtill reap'd by his ſide; 
And plights Bist troth, if ſhe 
To take her for his bride. 


For joys like theſe, through circling years 
Their toilſome taſk _ tend; 1 
The hind. ſuceeſſive labours bears, 
In proſpect of the end: 

In ſpring, or winter, ſows his ſeed, 

Manures, or tills the ſoil; 

In ſummer, various cares ſucceed, a 

But harveſt crowns his toil ! 


Totterdown=hill. 


AT, Totterdown- hill there dwelt an old pair, 
And it may be they dwell there till; 
Much riches indeed did not fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill: 
But fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile nor of arts ; 
One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 
And the was the pride of their hearts. 


Nut brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtrait, 
Her eyes were as black as a ſloe; 


proves kind, 


Her teeth were milk white, full ſmart was Zo 


it; 2 
And ſleek was her ſkin as a doe: 
All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd; 
A child wet and cold, came and knock'd at the 


door, 


Its mam it had loſt, and it cryid. 


Young 
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Young Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt; 

She chaf d him atho*er, and he ſmiPd as he lay. 
She kiſs'd him, and lull'd him to reſt: 

But who do you think ſhe bad got for her prize ? 2 
Why Love, the fly maſter of hearts; 

No ſooner he wak'd, but he dropt his diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd her his wings, and his darts. 


Gen he, I am Love, but oh! be not afraid, 

o all I make ſtoop at my will, 

So good and ſo kind have you been my fair maid, 

No harm ſhall you feel from my ſkill : 

My mother ne'er dealt with fuch fondneſf by me, 
A friend you ſhall find in me ſtill; 

Take my quiver, and ſhoot, be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Totterdown hill. 


Folly. 
AKE room, my good neighbours, of every 


degree, 
My name it is Folly, who does not know me? | 
Of high ones, and low ones, of great and of ſmall, 
I've been the companion, and friend of you all: 
Wherever I come, I drive away care, 
And if there's a croud, I'm ) fare, to be there. 
I'm here, and there, . 147 
And every where, by 
All know me—all know me— 
Where'er I come, 
Nobody's dumb ; 
Prating, prancing, 
Singing, dancing - 
Running o'er with mirth and glee. 


* O 3 


From 
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elections, I gallop'd poſt haſte, Y 
For there I am always OR, a baſy gueſt; 5 
And whether it be in the country or town, 
I'm hugg'd very cloſe, by the cit and the clown: 
The courtier, the patriot, the turn - coat and 
If I do not ſweeten, breed nothing but gall. 
I'm here, and there, &c, 


The ſtateſman, without me, unhappy wou'd 3J 
No lady, fo chaſte, but gallants it with me; 
The graveſt of faces, who phyſic the land, 
For all their grimaces, ſhake me by the 
At the play-houſe, a friend to the author 
And clap in the gallery, che boxes rag 
I'm here, and there, &c. 


by 


ih, 


HEN Strephon to Chloe made love, his 
| pretence 

Twas all but a ſham; his chief aim was her 
ce: 


For twelve thouſand pounds the ſly gypſy did paſs, 
And he topt as much with an impudent face. 


And thus, for a while they both lay on the catch, 
Till at length they conſented, and ſtruck up a 
match; 
aut ſoon to cheir coſt, for all cheir deep wit, 
e found himſelf trapt—ſhe found herſelf bit. 


ich wedlock's a banter, the wiſe-make no doubt, 
ad thoſe that get in, would be glad 10 get out: 
was ever confeſs d, ſince the world firſt began, 
our fortunes are bites, and ſo bite as bite can. 
Soldier 


. 


A a - 4- 


98 5 


6 | a 
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Soldier and citizen, lawyer and 'fquire, | 


Both ſexes for money each other admire : 
All ſpread out their ſnares, in hopes to trapan, 
The world's all a cheat, & ſo cheat as cheat can. 


$7 * 3 : # mo -- 

1. WEEN! was a young one, what girl was like 
* rr 

So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee: - 

I taftled, I-rambled, 1 laugh'd, and where'er 
A fiddle was heard,—to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay; 
Toas this Sir, and that Sir, but ſcarce ever nay: 

And Sundays dreſs'd out in my, ſilks and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place, 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man ! 2 
Well reſt him; we all are as good as we can; 
Let he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 


And jealous—tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe, 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me, but let me alone; 

Egad I've a tongue, and 1 paid him his own, 
Le wives take the hint, and when ſpouſe is un- 
tow'rd | ; 


Stand firm to our charter, and have the laſt word. 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 

Im not what I was forty ſammers ago; 

This time's a ſore foe, theres no ſhunning his 
dart, þ ; 


However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown © | 
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' Grown old. yet I hate to be fitting mum. chanee, 
I ſtilldove a tune, though unable to dance: 
And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, | 

I teach that to others, I once did myſelf. 


The Roaſt Beef of Old England, 
1 i | A CanTATA. 
RECITATIVE. 


WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
| Where ſad deſpair & famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, Madame Grandſire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 
©" Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine : 
Good father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beſtow'd; 
And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 
He lick'd his chops and thus the knight addrefs'd. 


| AIR. 
(A lovely laſs tc a friar came.) 


O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 
When dreis'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force, combin'd, 


Should from my fury fave thee, 


_. 


Re- 


' 


. 


CY 


- 440. — 


Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen, | 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 


From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread ; 
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Renown'd Sir Loin, oft times decreed 

| The theme of Engliſh ballad 

On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchmen's palate : 

Then how muth more thy taſte doth exceed 
Soup-meagre, frogs and fallad, 


RECITATIVE. 
A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 


His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole; 
He heav'd a gh, which gave his heart relief, - 


And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief. 
AIR. | 
5 { Foote's minuet. 7 


5 Ah. ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat Took fo tempting red and vite? | 
Begar it be de roaſt beef from Londre; 
Oh! grant to me von littel bite. 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies, 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return and let me feaſt my eyes. 


RE CITATIVE. 


His fellow- guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray; 


m—— — — 
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Soon as the well known proſpet he deſery'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd: = 


ATR. 
Ellen a Neon. 


Sweet beef, that now eauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 

Sweet beef. that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
|  $o taking thy fight is, 

My joy that fo light is, Wh 

To view thee, by pailfuls, runs out at my eyes, Wh 


While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here | remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah! hard-hearted Lewy ! 
Why did I come to you? 
The gallows more kind would have ſav'd me from 


ſtarving. | 


RECITATIVE. 4M 
Upon the ground hard by poor Sawny ſat, 'B 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; | E 


But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 

His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide, 

With lifted hands he bleſt his native place, - 
Then ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail d his caſe, 


2 * 
(The broom of Cowden Knows. } 


How hard, O Sawny! is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blyth of late, 7 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great. | 
O the beef ! the bonny bonny beef, ( 
When roaſled nice and brown, | 
I wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down. Ah 


4a ® 
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Ah Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
I would the de'il had pick'd mine ey'n, 
| Ere I had gang'd wi' thee, 
O the beef, &c. 


RECITATIVE. 


But ſee my muſe to England takes her flight, 

Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; 

| Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 
throne, | ; | 

And whips and chains, and tortures are not known. 

Tho! Britain's fame in loftieſt trains ſhould ring, 

| In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


| AIR. 
(Roaſt beef of Old England.) 


As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
| Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
| He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 
| O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 

Mamma, who ſtood by like a knowing old dame, 

Cry'd, Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


1 But deaf to advice he for glory did thirſt, 


7 
* 


An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till ſwelling & ſtraining too hard made him burſt. 
O the roalt beef, &t. 


+ Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear, 
The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur ; 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we never need fear. 
| or 


5 
4 
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For while by our commerce and arts we.axe;abj 
To ſee the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on our table, 


The French may een burſt like the frog inthe fable. 


O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


r 


The Macaroni. 


OME liſten all and you ſhall hear, 

Of all the beauties that appear, 

And move on faſhion's motley ſphere, 
The fat, the lean, the boney ; 

The boaſt, the glory of the age, 

How young and old can now engage ; 

Each maſter, miſs, and parent ſage, 

Is now a macaroni. 


Each tries the other to out-vie, 

With foretops mounting to the ſky ; 
And ſome you oft with tails may 'ſpy, 
g As thick as any poney; 

Inſipid | api affected ſneer, 

With ſide curls high above the ear, 

That each may more the aſs appear, 
; Or ſhew the macaroni. 


Each doctor's now become a prig, 
That us'd to look ſo wiſe and big, 
With ſtiffen' d ſhirts and ſwinging wig, 

| That got him all his money: 
They've all thrown off the grave diſguiſe, 
Which'made each quaking owl look wiſe, 
For fails of whip the coachman's ſize, 
© © o ſhew the macaroni. 
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The lawyer's too become a crop, — 
I Inſtead of tails a Tyburn top; f | | 
Alack-a-day ! each barber's thop 0 1 
Now looks not half ſo funny. ) | 
As when the windows once were grac'd, | 
Where ſtately wigs in rows were plac'd ; 1 
But theſe are. days of wit and taſte: | 
Huzza tor macaroni ! 


be prieſt that once with roſe and band, 
Wich formal wig and hat in hand, 
Sagacious phiz that might demand 
A ſcrape from any toney ; 

| Behold him now all debonair, 5 

With tiny hat and tortur'd hair, 1 

And while he prattles to the fair, a 

He ſhews the macaroni, . 1. 


The cits that us'd, like Jerry Sneak, 

To dreſs and walk out once a week, 

That durſt not to their betters ſpeak, 
Are all grown jolly honies: 

' Fach ſneak is now a buckiſh blade, 

When in the park, but talk of trade, 

He thinks you mean him to degrade; 
Each cit's a macaroni, 


Who would not hve in days like theſe, 
In days of jollity and eaſe, 
There's no exception to degrees, 
My lord and John are cronies ? 

Each order and profeſſion claim 
An <qual right, and equal fame, | | 
For nothing's equal to the name | 

Of modern macaroni. "- 
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WE. a charming thing's a battle, 

Trumpets ſounding, drums a beati 

Crack, crick, crack, the cannons rattle, 
Every heart with joy elating. 

With what pleaſure are we 'ſpying, 
From front and from the rear, 
Round us in the ſmoaky air, 

Heads, and limbs, and bullets flying ! 

Then the groans of ſoldiers dying-: 

Juſt like ſparrows, as it were, 
At each pop 
Hundreds drop, 
While the muſquets prittle prattle: 
Kill'd and wounded 
Lie confounded : 
What a charming thing's a battle! 
But the pleaſant joke of all 
Is when to cloſe attack we fall; 
_ mad _ each other butting, 
ing, bing, maiming, cutting ; 
e 
All go to't, 
ill's the word both men and cattle; 
Then to plunder, 
Blood and thunder, 
What a charming thing's a battle ! 


— 


E mortals, whom fancies & troubles perplex, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex; 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 


Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt, 


Obey 


AF 
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Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vin, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy d. 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wats, 
Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 
The trouble in mind ſhall go cheerful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day. 
Obey then the ſummons, to repair, 

Drink deep of the ſtream, and forger all your care. 


The Wonderful Old Man. 
Sung at the Grotto Gardens. 


HERE was an old man, and tho” it's not 
uncommon, 
Yet, if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 
And tho! it's incredible, yet I've been told, | 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him old. 


Whene'er he was hungry, he'd long for ſome meat, 
And, if he could get it, twas ſaid he would eat; 
When thirſty he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 
And his liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat. 


He ſeldom or ever could ſee without light, 


And yet I've been told he could hear in the night; 


He has oft been awake in the day time, tis ſaid, 


And has fallen aſleep as he lay in his bed. 
| P 2 Tis 
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Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he 


talk'd, | 
And he ſtirr'd both his arms and his legs when 
he walk'd; 
And his gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him you'd 
' burſt, 
For one leg or t'other would always be firſt. 


His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 

For if 'twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean; 
He ſhew'd moſt his teeth when he happen'd to grin, 
And his mouth ſtood acroſs twixt his noſe and 


* 


his chin. | | 
Among other ſtrange things that befel this good 
| yeoman, 


He was marry'd, poor ſoul, & his wife was a woman; 
And unleſs by that liar, Miſs Fame, we're beguild, 
We may roundly affirm ſhe was never with child, 


At laſt he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, 
And then, as folks ſay, he was not very well; 
But what was more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition, 


As he could not give fees, he could get no phy- 
ſician. ; 


What pity! he died; yet 'tis ſaid that his death 
Was occaſion'd at laſt by a ſtoppage of breath; 
But peace to his bones that in aſhes now moulder, 
Had he liv'd a day longer, he'd been a day older. 


Merry and Wiſe. 
INCE the world is ſurrounded with ſorrow 


and care, 


And pleaſure and pain we alternately ſhare, 


"Tis 
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"Tis wiſdom to travel thro' life's chequer'd ſcene, 

Nor diſtracted with pleaſure, nor mop'd with the 
ſpleen ; 5 

And a proverb there is, that we ever ſhould prize, 

Which prudently bids us be merry and wiſe. 


Tho ſome have ſuppos d that this life's but a jeſt, 
They'll find to avoid all extremes is the beſt ; 

If to pleaſure and folly we eagerly run, 

Too late we ſhall find we're by either undone ; 
The ſenſible world ne'er good council deſpiſe, 
But mind the old proverb—be merry and wile, 


Whoever would wiſh to be happy and gay, 
Should govern his paſſion with abſolute ſway ; 
Nor too high, nor too low ſhould we carry the ſail, 
Leſt by either extreme, we of happineſs fail: 
This life's but a lott'ry—contentment's the priee; 
Then mind the old proverb—be merry and wiſe. 


Winter. 


HEN the trees were all bare, not a leaf to 
be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt 

When all nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 

And the rivers all bound by the froſt: 
When the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhivering with 
cold, : | 
As bleak the winds northerly blow ; 
And the innocent lambs haſte away to the fold, 
Wich their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow. 
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In the yard when the cattle are cover'd with ſtraw, 


And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam; 
And the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt 
thaw 
Flakes of ice which ſhe finds in the cream: 


When the ſweet country maiden as freſh as a roſe, 


As fhe'careleſfs]y trips often ſlides, 
And the ruſtics laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſhews 
All the charms which her modeſty hides. 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join'd 
In a croud, round the embers are met; 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
And ghoſts till they are all in a ſweat: | 
When the birds to the barn-door come hov'ring 

for food, 
Or they ſilently reſt on the · ſpray; 
And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her footſteps her courſe ſhould betray. 


Heaven grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire; 
While the icecicles hang from the eves of my cot, 

I may thither ia ſafety retire: 
Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſur- 
prize, 
We may live and no hardſhips endure; 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
Bus ſuch as each other may cure. 


—  —— 


The Way to Win Her. 


J. with your whining, your pining & ſighing, 
Your thoughts of retreating, bewailing and 
dying; | Be- 


—— —— 
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Becauſe, lack-a-day, your Delight on the Hill, 
Has faintly deny'd to pronounce the—I will! 

By this bottle, dear Neddy, this hand of a friend, 
My advice do but follow, your grief ſoon will end. 


You've land, and you've houſes, you've finches 
in tore; 

Your perſon is ſuch as may vie with a ſcore; 

Then riſe in the morning, aſcend the green hill, 

In hopes fully fraught of her ſaying—l will. 

With 5 and vouchers, and finches 
in need; 

Then a bottle and dozen I hold you ſucceed ! 


To papa and mama be ſure firſt apply, 

Ere on the lov'd object you've darted an eye; 

Let parchments, & vouchers, & finches be ſhe wn, 
Juſt name the word jointure, the prize is your own, 
You'll diſcern a ſweet change, if I boaſt any ſkill, 


And as ſoon have the pleaſure of hearing—l will. 


Such ſchemes have been known to bear magnetic 
wers, C 

Tn reigns leſs addicted to Plutus than ours; 

To ladies themſelves I appeal for the truth, 
Thoſe ladies who've ſeen the noon-tide of their 
8 youth; 

They'll determine with me, that the mode is quite 

plain, | 
And hath always ſucceeded nine times out of ten. 


Modeſty's Cap. 


S Chloe, by a mirror, was decking her hair, 
No nymph look'd ſo ſumple, yet lovely . 
| e 


Air; 
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The graces perceiving, gave each one a tap, 
And inſtantly deck'd her in modeſty's cap. 


Thar grace which to virtue is ever a guard, 
Which men muſt admire, and the gods will 
reward ; 
Which vice's fell ſnares are too weak to entrap, 
E'er beams in my Chloe with her modeſty's cap. 


Wherever ſhe wanders, the croud all confeſs 
They ne'er ſaw a nymph of ſuch winning addreſs 
E'en Sol whea retir'd into Thetis's lap, 

Will prate all the night of her modeſty's cap. 


One morning in ſaunt'ring'to Chloe's abode, 
Yes—both had appointed to meet on the road;) 
y poor filly heart never felt ſuch a ſlap, 
As when I beheld her in modeſty's cap. 


Believe me, ye maids, when I would you adviſe, 
The fineſt ſenſations from modeſty riſe ; 
You'll fail not th' affections of men to entrap, 


Deck your hearts and your heads but in modeſty's 
cap. 


The Sailor's Return. 
8 ploughing the ocean, and thraſhing 


Monfieur, 
In Old England we're landed once more ; 


Your hands, my brave comrades, halloo boys, 
what cheer, 


For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore ? 
| Thoſe 


7 


| 
| 


———— . 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical j jars, 


A ſeafaring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 


The landſmen, maybap,” in the way of diſcourſe, 


May Britain's proud flag (till exult o'er the main, 


No ignorant pilots cer fit at her helm, 
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Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us, no 
doubt, 
And to cut us, and flaſh 1 
But hold there, avaſt, they were plaguily out, 
We have ſlic'd them, and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own 4.6 2a 
know, 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright, ; 


Your damn'd party and idle — 
And let all your ftrife be, like us honeſt tars,. 
Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


Bid. the ſimpering gypſies look to't ; 
Saund bottoms they'll find us, in ev'ry reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


Have more art, to perſuade and the like; 
But ware thoſe falſe colours, for better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


Now long live the king, may he proſperous reign, 
Oft no power, no faction afraid; 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd. 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
 Seady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe fail; 


Or her anchor of liberty fail. 
The 


118 HISCELLANEOUS SONGS. 


The Origin of Engliſh Liberty. 
Oer gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial 


bowls of rich nectar were quaffing; 
Merry Momus amongſt them was ſat as a g 
Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing. 


On each in the ſynod the humoriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ; 

He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


Sire ! Atlas, who long. has the univerſe bore, 

grievouſly tir'd of late; 

He faysthat mankind are much worſe than before, 
So he begs to be eas d of their weight. 


Jore knowing tlie earth on Atlas was hurl d, 

From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his — Attraction the charge of the 
worl 


And ſhe hung it vp high in her hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the plaything, review'd the 


-globe round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth; | 
Like a di'moud, the whole with an atmoſphere 
bound, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth : 


With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited each clime, on- each olime ſhe be- 
ſtow'd, 
And freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four 
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Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 


L 


As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The bloſſoms of liberty gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 


Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 


O preſerve it as free as twas giv'n ! 


we will, while we've breath; nay we'll graſp it 


1n death, 
Then return it.untainted to heav'n. 


Cotillon. 


AIL politeneſs, power divine! 
Pleas'd we bend before thy ſhrine ; 
Studious of the true bon ton, | 
Lovers of the cotillon. 


Flaunting belles and powder'd beaux, 
Houſewives dreſt in Sunday's cloths, 
Spruce mechanics, old and young, 
Learn to dance the cotillon. 


Lawyers, doors, leave their fees, 
Careful but to dance at eaſe, | 9 
Nimbly how they trip along, 

In the charming cotillon. \ 

7 and low, rich and poor, 
Think on humble joys no more; 
All with dancing madneſs ſtung. 
Dote upon the cotillon. RY 


[ 


= LY 


Bath and Tunbridge wells, adieu! 


Now no more we think on you; 
True politeneſs is our own, 
Since we've learn'd the cotillon. The 
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The Winter of Life. 
N * my dear ſhepherds, your flow rets 
They e all their ſweets i in the ſunſhine of © 


But hich Town telt heads when December dis , 


near; 3 N 
The winter of life ” like that of the —_— 3 


The larks and the lianets that chaunt o'er the 
plains, 18 1200 

All, all are in love while the ſummer remains; 

Their ſweethearts in antunin no longer are 1 ! 

The wintes of life is like that « of the year 


The ſeaſon for love is Kee oy yaoth' s in its prime; 


Ye lads and ye laſſes make uſe of your time: 
The froſt of old aße will't64 guck appear; * 
The winter of life is roma oe of the A 


© 


— 


wad 
Heart . Oak 1 By” 
OME, cheer up. wi lads, tis to glory.we U 


| 


To add ſomething new to this ; wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of che waves ? 


CHORUS. 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, Wen ape! our 
men; 

We Always are ready, eee acer err 

Steady, boys, ſteady; b | 


* 
* 


We'll 6ght, and we'll conquer, again and again, . 


* 
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Who thus addreſs'd the monarch with a ſmile, 
Behold, he cry'd, behold Britanma's ifle ! 


AIR. 
(We'll humble the pride and the glory of France.) 


There, ſtrong as their oaks, the bold Britons ap- 


| With health on their cheeks, and replete with 
good cheer, 
No danger they know, for what nation dare boaſt, 
Save the bullies of France, an attempt on their 
coaſt ? 
t now 'tis in vain, Sir, take care of your own ; 
ware of your perſon—beware of your throne, 


Behold ! where the Briton fatigu'd with his toils, 
O'er a fir-loin of beef, all his labours beguiles ; 
See the jug of ſtrong beer that approaches his lip, 
Such liquor a monarch of France cannot fip ; 


From a loaf of good wheat, Sir, he cuts with a 
glee, © 


Are the nobles of France half ſo happy as he? 


RECITATIVE, 


The grand monarch enraptur'd with the ſight, 
Wak'd from his dream in hunger's keeneſt ſpite; 
Deſpiche vous (he cry*d) apprend de beef, 

De pain, de beer, from that one Engliſh deſe. 
When lo! before his eyes, with meagre looks, 
Pale want and famine—waited as his cooks. 


ATR. 
Fonte's Minuet, 


Pardonnez moi (ſays want, in a flutter,) 
Et moi auſe (fays famine, ſo thin.) 
| R 
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Vat is you mutter, eh! vat is you ſplutter, 
Bring me, ſays Louis, come bring de beef in. 
O mon grand monarch of all de grand vorld, 
You be de greateſt prince in verite, 
But me muſt tell you plain, 
Dat you may rave in vain, 
There's no Engliſh beef for your great majeſtie. 


Rule, Britannia. 


WS Britain firſt, at heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 

This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain : 

Rule, Britannia, rule the waves ; 

Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Mult in their turns to tyrants fall: 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all, 
Rule, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful, from each foreign ſtroke ; 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root the tender oak, 
Rule, &c. 


Thee, havghty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame : 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arouſe thy generons flame; 


And work their woe, by thy renown, 
Rule, &c. 


” 


To 
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To thee belongs the rural reign; 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine: 
All thine ſhall be the ſubje& main, 
And every ſhore it circles thine, 
Rule, &c. 


The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; 
Bleſt iſle ! with matchleſs beauties crown'sd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves ; 
Britons never will be ſlaves. 


OW pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main, 
No treaſure he ever amaſles, 
But cheerfully ſpends all his gain. 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true; 
And would not commit a baſe action, 
For power or profit in view. 


CHORUS. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys? 

A light heart and a thin pair of breeches, 
Goes thorough the world, brave boys. 


The world is a beautiſul garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 

The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too often breads ſtrife, 


K 2 
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When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 

The mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 

Then why ſhould, &c. 


The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of ſtate, 
Than we, who to politicks ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various bleſſings of nature. 
In various bleſſings we try; 
No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Then why ſhould, &. 


— 


From the Winter Tale. 
OME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks 


we mult ſhear ; 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
'The happieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free, 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 

We practice no arts with hypocriſy fraught, 

What we think in our hearts you may read in 
our eyes, 


For knowing no falſehood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 
But we all the children of nature are bred: 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in 
the breaſt. | 
The 
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| The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 
Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty x head; 
Content and ſweet cheerfulneſs open your door; 
They ſmile with the fimple, and feed with the 


poor. 


When love has poſſeſs d us, that love we reveal; 

Like the flocks that we ſee are the paſſions we 
feel ; e 

So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


dog and my miltreſs are both of a kind, 
As Fekle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 

My dog follows every ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 

And my miũreſs as fond of each fellow ſhe meets; 


Yet in ſpite of her arts I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 


But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 


Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my philoſophy teaze ; 
Her freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 

One woman's the ſame as another to me: 
So in ſpite of her airs I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 


J laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine 
For falle -hearted gypſies they title divine; 

At worſt of my love- fits no phyſic I aſk, 

But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk; 


For go things how they will I'll not make the 
leaſt ſtrife, 


But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 
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Shall 


The girl that behaves with good humour & ſenſe, 
[of to my heart have the warmeſt pretence; 


And for thoſe that would jilt me, deceive, & betray, 


In honeſter bumpers I'll waſh them away. 


"Tis my final reſolve not to make the leaſt ſtrife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 


E fair who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart ; 
For once attentive be awhile, 
To what I now impart ; 
Would you obtain the youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's foree appears; 
The youthful blood begins to flow; 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 

Within the lover's breaſt; 

And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt : 

Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park or play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride; | 

And, left your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide ; - 


The 
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he maid who thinks to gain a mate 


By giddy chat, will find too late, 
That's not the way to keep him. 


| In dreſling ne'er the hours kill, 


- ewe we ©» 


That bane to all the ſex; 

Nor let the arts of dear ſpaditle, 
Your innocence perplex : 

Re always decent as a bride; | 

By virtuous rules your reaſon guide 
For that's the way to keep him. i 


But when the nuptial knot is falt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 

To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware : 

His love with kind compliance meet; 

Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


The Choice. 
HRO” city, town, and village, my fancy long 


has rov'd, 
A Phillis, or a Chloe, I've every where a love; 
But now in reality to marry I'm inclin'd, 
If fortune will but grant me a damſel to my mind. 


It ſhould not be my ſtudy to court a loaden purſe, 

Altho' with that ingredient ſhe would not be the 
worſe ; | 

Let modeſty for ever be her property and choice, 

Not over fond to cloy me, nor yet be over nice, 


I'd have a juſt decorum in all her actions ſhine, 
With a temper condeſcending to ſuit itſelf with 


Wi 


mine; 
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With a cheerful diſpoſition, and her humour free 
and gay, 
And ſometimes with a ſonnet to paſs an hour away. 


An animated mind, where ſenſe & ſweetneſs move, 

And innocence refining the tenderneſs of love : 

From ſcolding and from ſcandal l'd have her to be 
free, 


And always neat and clean keep herſelf and family. 


No matter for complexion, the black, the brown, 
the fair, 

If ſhe have but diſcretion, and neatneſs in her air; 

Her perſon I'd have graceful, to pride and folly 
blind, 

For nothing more there's needful to Jecorate the 
mind. 


To heighten my affection, and double all my joys, 

I'd have her, which is natural, bring pretty girls 
and boys; 

To the poor I'd have her char'table and hoſpita- 
ble roo, 

For out of what I have, part to them I would allow. 


This granted—1 would freely my liberty reſign, 

If ſhe'd give me her heart and hand, I'd freely 
give her mine : | 

As a monarch on his throne, unrival'd I ſhould be, 

* not be in paradiſe with ſuch a girl as 

- e? 


The Maid's Choice. 
8 fortune is attendant upon the marriage 
ate, | 


And from the touch of Hymen our happineſs we 


date; 


= ad wi. 
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If fortune has ordain'd me to be a married wife, 
I be picture I will draw of the partner of my life. 


The fop, the beau, the fribble my fancy ne'er could 
take, 

Nor could I much admire the rattle-headed rake: 

To guide himſelf from inſults, I'd have him bold 
and hrave, | 

And wink at little follies which I may chance to 
have. | 


No pretty flaſhing zealot, whoſe paſſion ſoon may 
cool, 

No hypocrite to cheat me, nor domineering fool; 

But aTably and candidly thare all my joy and care, 

In giving his prerogarive in family affairs. 


His perſon in proportion and more robuſt than fine, 

Unto a fort of careleſs eaſe & deportment to incline ; 

In all his lawful dealings let honour ftill preſide, 
Frugality, œconomy, and temperance his guide. 


His converſation fraught with refined ſentiments, 

Free from the pedant's ſtiffneſs & rude impertinence; 

I'd have him to oblige me an inclination thew, 

And ſtrive to entertain me with ſomething always 
new, 


His principles unlimited, his words moſt juſt and 
ſound, 

And one wherein the diQates of honeſty is found: 

I value not the glittering of honour's pageantry, 

If plac'd above neceſſity, tis juſt enough tor me. 


If you can recommend me to ſuch a youth as this, 
PH think myſelf arriv'd at the ſummit of all 1 : 
| | Y 
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My time, with ſuch a partner, would ſweetly 


glide away, 
And we would love each other like turtle doves 
in May. 


Plato's Advice. 


AYS Plato, why ſhould man be vain, | 
Since bounteous heav'n hath made him great? 
Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain, 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ? 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of dowa, 
Or all the gems that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a crown, 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of care ? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burden'd ſlave, 
The bumble and the haughty die; | 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie: 

Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore; 

Of wealth and glory they're bercft, 
And all their honours are no more. 


So flies the meteor thro” the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train; 
When ſhot, tis gone, its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again: 
So 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls, 
Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay; 
Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls ; 
When Jove commands we mult obey ! 


— e 


— 3 


While the fox from the brake lifts his head; 
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The two following Hunting Songs were omitted in 
their proper place. 


Sung by ACT XA in the Mais of the Oaxs. 


OME, rouſe from your trances ! 
The fly morn advances, 
To catch ſluggiſh mortals in bed; 
Let the horn's jocund note 
In the wind ſweetly float, | 


Now creeping, 
Now peeping, 
The fox from the brake lifts his head : 
Each away to his ſteed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow; 
For the chace all prepare, 
See the hounds ſnuff the air, 
Hark, hark, to the kuntſman's ſweet holloo ! 


1 Hark Jowler, hark Rover, 
See reynard breaks cover, 
The hunters fly over the ground; 
Now they ſkim o'er the plain, 
Now they dart down the lane, 
And the hills, woods, and vallics reſound ; 
With daſhing, 
And ſplaſhing, 
The hills, woods, and vallies reſound : 
Then away with full ſpeed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow; 
O'er bedge, ditch, and gate, 
If you ſtop you're too late, 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet holloo = | 
— 


For ſhame, rouſe your ſenſes, 
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The Chace of the Hare. 
O you hear, brother ſportſmen, the ſound orf 


horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline? 


oo ere it is on. 
Wich me the ſweet melody j 
Thro' the wood and the 
How the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; 
While hounds in full cry 
| _ _ Thro' hedges ſhall fly, 
And chacg the fift hare til be dies. 


Then ſaddle your ſteeds, to the meadows and felds 
Both willing and joyous, repair ; 
No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields, 
Than chacing the fox or the hare: 
For ſuch comforts, my friend, 
On the ſportſmen attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is found; 
For when it is o'er, 
As briſk as before, T 


| . 


„ 


Page 112, the line 

dice is {trong : 
inflead of being below, ſhould be ** the line 
1 ſtranger why will you d o_ ſe ? 


